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T^EAR me, is it possible ? said the divine. " I 

1 ymust rouse the lad — ^his Grace, I should say — * 
at once/' 

His morning cup of coffee steamed, fragrant but 
untasted ; his crisp roll of bread maintained its 
barley grain shape, unbroken. 

The Rev. Thomas Smiley bent over the open sheets 
and studied them again with protmding pale-hued 
orbs that were, in their surprise at what lay before 
them, scarce able to perform their duty and carry 
the full import of the tidings to his brain. 

He passed his hand backwards and forv/axds across 
his cliin ; the rasping noise produced seemed to exer- 
cise a bracing effect upon his faculties. Casting a 
glance into the little mirror above the washstand^ — 
an envious little mirror £hat turned all reflections 
green — ^he murmured, '' My toilet is not yet accom- 
plished/' and made an energetic move towards the 
small Jug of^hot water, covered with a cloth, spotless 
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white, if still damp, which the handmaid of the hotel 
had just deposited beside his diminutive basin. 
But, with his hand upon the razor, he paused. 

John, the travelling servant, who had fetched the 
letters from the post office — English John, who must 
have left at least one sweetheart in distant Sussex, 
since he was so anxious to leave each foreign stage 
behind — who knows if he had not found his courier 
also, and whether he might not be beforehand with 
the wonderful news ? 

I would be the first with the young Duke,'' mur- 
mured the clergyman. “ He will have to excuse — 
nay, he will even perhaps feel indebted to me for 
this unceremonious hurry." 

Mr. Smiley folded his dressing-gown about his 
portly form, thrust his feet more firmly into their 
slippers, collected the scattered documents upon the 
table, and hastened from his room. • 

The passage was chill and draughty with a window 
open at each end, and wet boards over which a slat- 
ternly girl was slopping with a pail and a bundle of 
rags. 

The reverend gentleman felt the brisk morning air 
play gaily around an unprotected portion of leg, and 
the consciousness of a feminine eye fixed in the same 
direction imparted an unwonted liveliness to his gait, 
as well as a modest flush to his cheek, as he shuffled 
down the corridor. 

The journey seemed to*be interminable, his dress- 
ing-gown to shrink into indecency, his calves to 
grow into Brobdingnagian proportions. At length 
he came to a door where stood the pair of smart top- 
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boots familiar to him. Here he halted and knocked, 
j Receiving no reply, he knocked again, and finally 

entered unbidden. 

The sun— the gay, tender, young spring sun — was 
streaming into the room ; but he who occupied it ^ 
still lay plunged in sleep. The feather-bed rose in 
\ billows all around him. Of the sleeper himself there 

' was little visible except a flushed fair cheek, sundry 

red curls beneath a purple silk handkerchief, and 
one outstretched hand — ^iong, aristocratic, and 
boyish. 

Ahem 1 said Mr. Smiley aloud. It seems a 
pity to awaken him ; he sleeps so sweetly. Ahem ! 
Edward, my dear boy I He laid bis hand upon the • 
bedclothes, a liberty which the sleeper instantly 
resented by grunting and impatiently pushing it off. 

I • '' It is only,'' said the tutor a little louder, a good 

^ conscience that could rest thus. It is pleasant for 

me to think that I have had charge, of it. Hark to 
his regular breathing.'' 

The other was now ostentatiously snoring. 

‘'My dear Edward! My Lord Duke!. Your 
Grace 1 " 

" Eh ? What ? " cried the boy, sitting bolt up- 
right. “ Who said that ? " 

“ It is I," said his mentor, bowing with a mixture 
of servility and pomposity. " I have hastened to 
your bedside, charged, I grieve to have to announce it 
to you, with melancholy,* unexpectedly melancholy 
and startling tidings." 

“ What is it that you called me ? '* 

“ My dear boy." 
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“ Pshaw ! It w’’as not that. What are your 
tidings ? 

“ John, whom I despatched the first thing this 
morning to the post, returned a few moments ago 
with a packet of letters addressed to me. These, I 
find, contain news of such moment to yourself that I 
lost not an instant — I came, as you see, just as I am, 
in this negligent attire. I have been commissioned 
by your aunt, the widow of my late lamented gracious 
patron, to break to — ^your Grace '' 

Is my uncle dead ? '' asked the young man 
quietly. 

' The Lord gave, and the Lord has taken away,* ** 
said Mr. Smiley, ' Blessed be the name of the 
Lord.' Your Grace is now the Duke of Rochester.** 

He rolled the title upon his tongue, with even 
more loving unction than the text. 

Oh, indeed ! ” said his pupil, and allowed him- 
self to suj3side slowly upon his pillows. 

“ Compose yourself, my dear Edward ; I beg you 
to compose yourself. Pray recall all those principles 
of Christian virtue and high-bred self-control which 
it has been my duty and pleasure to instil into your 
young mind while you have been under my care. All 
flesh is grass, as the Psalmist has it. One cometh 
like a thief in the night, eh ? ” 

The new Duke was waving his hand impatiently. 

Cut that, Mr. Smiley, and give me the letters." 

The bosom of Thomas Smiley swelled beneath the 
folds of his night attire. A gleam flickered in his 
pale eye, but it was only for a moment. 

** If you win allow me, my dear young friend, I 
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will peruse these documents aloud ; they are ad- 
dressed to me, and will therefore more fitly permeate 
to you through me, if I may so express myself ; such, 
at least, I gather to be the wish of your bereaved 
" 'relative/' 

He w’ho had gone to bed as plain Edward Warren- 
der and now awoke as Duke of Rochester, Marquis 
of Braemar, Baron Clontarf, and what not besides, 
made to this speech no reply. The parson, taking 
silence for consent, settled Ms bulk upon a horsehair 
chair, and addressed a triangular portion of white 
chin which was all that was vouchsafed to Ms vision 
of his exalted pupil's countenance. 

“This is the communication from worthy Mr, 1 
Shaw, your late uncle's man of business. It is well/' 
said Mr. Smiley, with a genial attempt at pleasantry, 

“ to put business first/' 

The triangle of chin made no response, and so the 
tutor cleared his throat and proceeded : 

“ Ahem ! * Stanhope Street, March 7, 1S29/ Ob- ’ 
serve the date ; these letters have been a fortnight 
on the road, and have been waiting here for us at 
the Post, according to the postmark, a full ten days ; 
to-day is the first of April/' 

The chin wagged. 

“ AH Fool's Day." 

Mr, Smiley paused a second, but not being able 
to make much of his remark, merely capped it with 
the repetition of his previous entreaty : “ Compose 
yourself, my dear boy." This was, however, not so 
indefinite as it seemed, for it not only established a 
future client on affectionate terms with a wealthy 
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Tjatron, but also still shadowed forth for the time the 
authority of the guardian over the escaping pupil. 

The Rev. Thomas Smiley had with a heavy hand 
ridden a very restive horse for the last eleven months, 

‘ The question was now how to soothe the refractory 
animal into carrying him to his goal, or at least into 
allowing him to dismount with dignity. It would be 
an unpleasant experience for a gentleman of the 
cloth to find himself rudely obliged to exchange a 
seat in a comfortable saddle for a collision with the 
mud of the road. 

Ahem ! '' said Mr. Smiley, clearing his throat 
again with pulpit sonority. “ Let us see what Mr. 
Shaw says : 

' Reverend Sir, — It is my painful duty to be 
obliged to inform you of the sudden demise of Mr. 
Warrender’s uncle, the Duke of Rochester, who was 
found de^d in his bed this morning. The cause of 
death, as reported by the doctors, is apoplexy. His 
Grace had been supping in town overnight, and it is 
apprehended may have unduly over-excited himself 
in the company of his friends.’ 

It is very melancholy,” said Mr. Smiley, turning 
up his eyes. Called from the feast, one may 
say ” 

Damned fond of his dinner ! ” came the hard 
young voice from the bed-clothes. 

'' But your noble uncle, my dear young friend, 
was one who kept his lamp burning.” 

He burnt his candle at both ends, if that is what 
you mean.” , ^ 
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Mr. Smiley's tongue faltered, 
r ^ “ He was ready for the call/' he murmured vaguely 

into space, and, bringing down his eyes once more 
to the letter, proceeded : 

“ ' Kindly break the news to your charge, who ^ 
now, very much sooner than anyone would have 
anticipated, succeeds to the title and estates, though 
still under tutelage until the first of May. In lieu 
of the late Duke, I understand that I am appointed 
guardian, together with the Duchess. I need hardly 
impress upon you the desirability of your at once 
conveying your pupil home. Her Grace is likewise, 

I understand, communicating with you upon the 
subject. The obsequies are fixed for Monday the 
’ I2th. It is unfortunate that Mr. Warrender's 
absence abroad should prevent his attendance. 
Pray give him my humble compliments, and believe 
me to remain, 

' Your obedient servant, ^ 

* Walter Nathaniel Shaw/ 

Thus worthy Mr. Shaw. Now, my dear Edward, 

I take your revered aunt's — ^her Grace's — ^letter. 
Ah ! my dear young friend, what a noble lady that 
is ! " 

The legs in the bed became agitated. 

A more gratifying, a more Christian, I may say 
a more inspiring document it has never been my 
fate to peruse,’" 

His dear young friend hoisted himself up against 
his pillows, and sighed. 

Fixe^a\vay," he said sadly, denuding his curly 
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poll of the purple handkerchief and running his hands 
through his hair so that it stood erect upon every side. 

Mr. Smiley looked for his own bandana in the 
pocket of his morning-robe, but, finding that in his 
" agitation he had omitted to provide himself with 
one, reluctantly prepared to deliver the document 
without tears. 

This is likewise dated " Stanhope Street, the 
7th' — the fatal 7th,'’ he observed in preliminarj?' 
tones. Admire . your aunt's great fortitude, my 
dear boy, who could leave the death-bed of a beloved 
husband to occupy herself with the concerns of 
others." 

The Duchess of Rochester must indeed have pos- 
sessed remarkable strength of character, for she had 
been able to indite, not only an exceeedingly com- 
posed and business-like epistle, but one that was , 
also very long. The young Duke, indeed, during the 
course oHts recital, seemed unable to repress several 
yawns. Nevertheless he listened with , a great deal 
. of attention. 

The letter was, however, as Mr. Smiley had said, 
truly, edifying, especially at the beginning. The 
Duchess announced the irreparable calamity, which 
it had pleased the Almighty thus unexpectedly to 
inflict upon her, in well-rounded periods and with as 
nice an interpolation of texts as the parson himself 
could have devised. She made some allusions to her 
own overwhelming grief and to the kind manner in 
winch Providence was enabling her to bear up — 
which news she felt sure would rejoice the pious 
soul of her reverend friend. 
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After this introduction she proceeded to give the 
ji same reverend friend very precise orders concerning 
" his conduct with the heir. 

'' ' Pray impress upon your young charge/ mote 
the afflicted lady, in her fme, flourishing Italian hand,t 
" the onerous nature of the duties which now devolve 
upon him. True, he remains still under my guard- 
ianship and under the business direction of Mr. 
Shaw, until he comes of age ; but that date is only a 
few short weeks hence, a very insufflcient time of 
preparation for the high responsibilities of his new 
position, for one, especially, so light-minded and 
headstrong as, from your last letter, I fear Edward 
still is/ — Ahem, ahem! this, my dear Edward, , 
merely refers to what I thought it incumbent on my 
^ duty to say about that — er — ^little escapade at 
^ Vienna — ^youthful spirits, my ' dear hoy— juvenile 

vitium regere non posse impeium. But let it pass. 

■ Note in what beautiful words her Grace proceeds.’' 

There was a malicious twinkling in the^blue eyes 
now boldly fixed upon the tutor that made the latter 
somewhat anxious to pass on to other subjects. 

'' I feel sure, my good, sir, that when I chose you 
to accompany my nephew upon the grand tour, I 
chose wisely. For jour religious and chastened 
principles were already well known to me, and each 
succeeding communication of yours has confirmed 
my opinion that you are the fit person not only to 
open the eyes of this young man’s mind to the critical 
understanding of the divers works of art which you 
are so well qualified to point out in the different 
^ towns upon your progress, but likewise to open the 
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eyes of his young soul — which is far more precious 
knowledge, dear Mr. Sraiie3/ — to the duties required 
of a person of his future rank in life. And if my 
nephew has hitherto failed to profit by your excellent 

r counsels, it is because 

Hem, hem, ha ! The morning air is chill,” said 
Mr. Smiley, with great presence of mind coughing 
and endeavouring to extend his dressing-gown over 
his unclothed nether iimbs. But I have just con- 
cluded. ' It IS my intention,' writes your dear aunt, 

' that Edward shall remain in ^^our charge for at least 
as long as I have any control over him. After that, 
as the head of his house, his responsibilities— political 
- territorial, and social — will be such as will, I trust, 
induce him to lay aside once for all the things of the 
child. Edward knows the line I have marked out 
for him. He knows the bride I have chosen for him. 
She at least will be worthy of her station — for that 
I can answer. Your time, dear and reverend sir, 
will not have been lost, if you now seize every oppor- 
tunity of instilling into your pupil's ears the necessity 
of docility to the wiU of those to whom he owes 
everything, and who by age and experience are so 
much better fitted to judge what is best for his wel- 
faie than he himself, in the folly and exuberance of 
his youth, could possibly be. Edward has hitherto 
shown himself, both to his uncle and to myself, 
very recalcitrant to discipline, and to our expressed 
decisions for his future life. Indeed, upon my last 
mentioning the matter of his engagement to my 
daughter, Lady Sarah, he forgot himself so far as to 
make the unbecoming remark that he was not, if he 
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knew it, going to be tied by the leg before he had had 
his fling ! I repeat this unmannerly speech exactly 
as it was made to me/ '' Mr. Smiley read on in hollow 
tones, ' in order that you may judge of the extent 
of his opposition to my plans, and that you may"» 
know where to plant the word in season. But I 
think that when my nephew is made to realise the 
heavy charges with which ail the estates that must 
come to him are encumbered, and the very inade- 
quate means with which he will have to endeavour 
to maintain his exalted position, he will realise all 
the advantages of a marriage with one who can bring 
him already so large a fortune — ^not to mention the 
portion which it is my intention to leave him, should * 
he be guided by my wish. These are circumstances 
;ir which, he cannot fail to see, must have considerable 
influence upon his future happiness/ 

“ Lady Sarah Warrender is a very beautiful young 
woman, said Mr. Smiley, throwing up a sly glance 
at his pupil 

But the latter, looking down at his bed-sheet, wore 
a moody brow and seemed to be engaged upon some 
mental calculation. 

Is that all ? he demanded at length roughly. 
But a few words more. * Read him this letter, 
my good sir ; let him thoroughly understand my 
point of view, I am actuated solely by the desire 
for his spiritual and temporal benefit.' The last 
remarks, my dear boy, "'said Mr. Smiley modestly, 
are entirely meant for myself, and are dictated 
with so benevolent a regard for me, that you will 
excuse not reading them aloud. Her Grace 
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concludes by impressing upon me the necessity of 
my conducting you home immediately. We will 
start, if you please, this very day.” 

” Oh, oh, oh— oh ! ” cried the new-fledged Duke, 
rwith a yawn fit to dislocate his jaw. 

“ I will now leave you to your reflections,” said 
the tutor, who was beginning, indeed, to feel the 
want of some comfort for the outer and inner divine. 
“ Nevertheless, bear in mind that it is already past 
nine o’clock, and that we shall have many things to 
do before we get upon our way. Shall I send John 
to your Grace ? ” asked the reverend gentleman, 
archly bowing, with his hand upon the lock. 

. ” I will ring if I want him,” said the youth, vuth 

the same unamiable scowl which had accompanied 
his last observation. 

” I would urge upon you to rise immediately and 
proceed to your toilet,” said Mr. Smiley, popping 
his head through the door again. 

“ Oh, devil take you, Smiley ! Leave me alone, 
can’t you ? ” cried the other. 

The tutor closed the door and proceeded along the 
passage with a very perturbed and perplexed coun- 
tenance. An hour ago his pupil would npt^ 
ventured to address him otherwise than Sir, 
much less to have sworn at him. Yet had he been 
conciliating in the extreme. Yesterday and other 
da5is, when he had ruled with a rod of iron, if the 
boy had rebelled, it had 'been under his breath. 
These were disquieting signs. The tutor shook his 
head sadly as he re-entered his room. 









CHAPTER IL 




The countenance of the new Duke of Rochester as 
he slid out of bed and then remained half sitting, 

' with a pair of slender, shapely legs extended, was ^ 
that of one plunged in deep reflection. His hair 
stood erect, like flames in the sunshine ; his beard- 
less face, naturally of a curious whiteness, not 
^ unhealthy, but singularly unaffected by passing 
emotion, bore as marked an expression of dissatis- 
faction as the somewhat impassive features would 
permit. A well-built lad, just done with growing, 
though hardly reaching above the middle height, 
Englishman was writ upon every line of face and | 
figure. An air of high breeding was, after all, per- 
; haps the most noticeable point, about him, and with 
! this an unconscious consciousness of race-exclusive- 
ness in every manifestation of personality : in the 
curl of the lip that barely deigns to explain a speech, 

^ in the lift of the eyebrow over an inferior world, in 
the passing glance of the careless eye, in the level 
ring of the voice that expects obedience. Inheritor 
of fifteen generations of the great, the highly fed, 
the delicately nurtured, Edward Warrender belonged 
{ % to the fortunate few who are born superior to the 
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toilers of the earth, and looked the part. But the 
soul within him was yet very young, and youth is 
youth all the world over. No man, be he duke or 
chimney-sweep, is twenty for nothing. 

Twenty ! 

“ ni be damned,” said the seventh ^^ke of 
Rochester, gloomily surveying his toes — “ I’ll be 
damned if I stand it any longer ! For eleven months 
that jackdaw Smiley has dragged me from pillar to 
pQst — from Paris to Rome, from Vienna to Dresden 
—and never a step outside the shadow of Ms blown- 
• out black waistcoat ! Never an hour without Ms 
croak, croak, croak, in my ear, without his infernal 
rosy gills blocldng my view of the world ; never a 
guinea spent but must pass through Ms claws ! 
Good Gad ! am I always to be handed froni one 
keeper to another, always to be tootled about life at 
the end of somebody’s string ? ‘ He shall remMn 

in your charge . . . Convey Mm home . . . Bring 
the little* dear into his aunty’s arms ... Let him 
take the pretty wife she has chosen for him — ^fie 1 
fie ! he must not kick, or scratch, or say he won’t, 
for then he shall have no nice cake ; and what is the 
good of being a Duke if you can have no caJse ? ’ 
Ah ! the old lady has the whip-hand of me there, 
and she knows it. Not that I mind Sally ; Sally is 
good enough for any fellow, even without her money- 
bags — too good with them to be let go in a hurry. 
But to make a man marry 'before he has had time to 
find out for Mmself that he is a man ! It is infernal 
hard lines ! Nursery, school, college ; grand_ tour 
with Smiley ; marriage with SaUy-^niarriage 1 
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Kids 1 kids 1 he gasped * ''and I have not even 
begun to kick the* spring out of my own legs ! ' Re- 

sponsibilities/ ' soGial/ territorial political ' 1 And 
that is my life — must be my hfe. all! I 

can’t quarrel with my bread-and-butter. I wish‘d 
to God Uncle Rochester had lived another five 
years, another ten years ! I might have had a 
chance then to crack my nuts before my teeth fall 
out. ' Convey him home, my dear Mr. Smiley 1 ' 
Convey the devil 1 I am not such a fool as to stay 
away when I have a property to look after, and a 
place to step into, and whole world of rogues to 
keep in order. In a month I shall be my own 
master, by law, — my own master 1 A pleasant ’• 
fiction that 1 Till then there is a month — a month 
yet— ' 

The Duke of Rochester stamped his bare foot, 
leaped to the table, emptied a somewhat shabby 
purse, and made scornful calculation. 

" Exactly thirty-six shillings and fivepence, reck- 
oned in English money ; watch and chain, worth 
— worth nothing — heirlooms. Damn! damn! 
damn ! 

The young man dashed the paltry coins from 
him, went to the vdndow, and tore it open as if 
breathing air had suddenly failed him. 

A brisk, chill, yet sun-enhvened breeze rolled mer- 
rily into the room, fanning his breast and neck, 
blowing round his young body, wantonly making 
his fine linen shirt balloon and flap. He felt his 
blood leap under the caress, as a man’s might be- 
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keen air in deep breaths ; it tingled Uke potent wine 
tlirough his frame. All the youth in hinvcalled out 
to the youth renewed of the spring world without, 
that was all movement and scent and sound and 
colour. Above, the sky was of glorious blue ; be- 
low, an almond-tree strewed its pink blossoms on 
the white cobble-stones in the corner of ^ the court- 
yard where the shadows lay black and distinct as if 
cut out of paper. The breeze brought the heart- 
stirring perfume of spring sunshine ; the swaUows 
darted to and fro with sharp joyful cry. A maid 
stood by the pump in the middle drawing water into 
her bright brass can. She was clad in scarlet start 
and white shift. A stableman, coming up behind 
her, snatched a Idss from the nape of her neck.~ 
Smack ! The Duke heard it from his second-llooi 
window — and smack again, but louder, from the 
maid’s palm on the man’s ruddy cheek ; and much 
laughter on either side. 

“ My Gad 1 ” said the Duke, “ even that hind in 
his clogs is a freer man than I.” _ 

The air was full of busy, merry sounds : thej^gle 

of bells, the richer notes of the Cathedral chimes, 
the hum of the town, the cries of passing vendors, 
the crack of whips, the striking of hoofs on the 
stone, the roU of wheels, the call of jovial voices. 
It ah rose about his ears, and seemed to summon 
him out, with irresistible lure, into a joyous and 
unknown life. 

Beyond the shadow of the archway on the left 
he could catch a glimpse of the street — dazzling 
white, ceaselessly crossed by cart or coach, man or 
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woman or child, all bent upon their way, all, it seemed 
to him, free to go and come as they pleased. 

He knew that this street led out across the bridge 
and out again through the town gates to the high- 
road, and that the high-road led out across the 
green country towards blue horizons — whither, 
whither? His soul rose to the very, edge of his 
lips and fluttered like a bird that must taste free- 
dom or die. 

Thirty days out of my life,’' he murmured ; '' at 
least it is not too much to ask. Thirty days 1 " 

As in his flapping shirt, in the full blaze of the 
sunshine, he stood leaning against the open casement, 
absorbed in conflicting emotions and thoughts, there 
wound into his consciousness a call, faint but dis- 
tinct from the tissue of sounds without. At first, 
woven into the intensity of his feelings, it seemed 
merely their own creation, the bugle-call of his de- 
sires, but presently, dominating and intrusive, it 
aroused him to outer observation : it was the horn 
of some travelling chaise, approaching ever nearer 
and blown with imperiousness and frequency. Next 
came the clatter of eight heavy hoofs and the roll 
of bounding wheels. 

The Duke’s young interest was aroused; he 
craned out of the window, pleased in boylike fashion 
that the travellers' destination should be his hotel. 
The steaming, tired, sinewy horses were turned 
jogging into the courtyard and drawn up before the 
main wing of the house. The place became all at 
once alive — ^stablemen, waiters, and mine host him- 
selt, and rubbing his hands, hurried to greet 
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heaved a tremendous sigh of mingled relief and 
fatigue : 

“ Phew ! ” ; 

She then mounted the three steps of the porch, ^ 
snatched a reticule from the grasp of the obsequious 
landlord, and hung it upon her own wrist. At the 
same moment she glanced curiously around the 
court, lifted her eyes, and met those of the watcher. 





CHAPTER III. 

The lady looked at the Englishman, and the EngKsh- 
man looked at the lady. 

He saw her eyes grow round, and an adorable red 
mouth part over the loveliest teeth with the most 
good-humoured smile in the world. Her hand went 
up, and, forefinger on the point, the gesture of an 
unsophisticated child : 

“ Oh ! but do me the favour to look at that one,” 
cried she. 

These words came shrilly across the courtyard, 
accompanied by a crow of laughter. And the fine 
proportions he had but just admired shook till the 
gray silk shimmered again. 

All eyes went up : landlord’s, waiters’ and pos- 
tilion’s, lady’s-maid’s and stableman’s, the very 
horses’ and pigeons’, it seemed. And, acutely con- 
scious of his light attire, the young man retired, 
blushing, into the inner recesses of his room ; but 
not before he had caught a pleasant nod — nay, and 
if he did not gijeatly err, 'sometlring singularly akin 
to a wmk — ^froih the merry-eyed lady on the steps. 

It was not all youthful ingenuous modesty that 
sent the blood flying to his cheeks. It needs but a 
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^ spark to kindle a well-laid fire. Start at noon 
■with Smiley ? Never ! 

Thirty days/^ said the Duke—*' thirty days are 
an eternity, and by the Lord Harry I shall have ^ 
them ! 

Mr. Smiley had recovered his equanimity. John, 
who had a nice hand on the razor, had shaved the 
reverend countenance to velvet smoothness, and 
there are few things more restoring to a man s self- 
esteem than the consciousness of being properly 

shaven. ^ 

As he proceeded to clothe his portly form in decent 
clerical black, a genial smile graduaUy crept over his 
features. He had acted mentor to many sprigs 
of nobility, but never before to a full-blown Duke. 
High in favour with this exalted person’s nearest 
and most influential relatives, it would be strange 
indeed if some material advantage did not accrue to 
himself from this extraordinary turn of Fortunes 
wheel. He must, of course, win his pupil’s graces, 
too, but that ought to prove an easy matter. Mr. 
Smiley knew he could be very winning when he 

pleased. . ^ t 

“A little judicious indulgence/’ said the clergy- 
man, ** will not now come amiss:” 

His mental eye applied itself to the peephole of an 
agreeable future. While he mechanically wound 
his white stock, distributed his curls, buttoned his 
long waistcoat, his lips formed, half aloud, broken 
sentences, and extended even more pleasantly under 


the process.^ 
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" The Rectory of Marlow, in the gift of his Grace 
the Duke of Rochester, has, we understand, been be- 
stowed upon the Rev. Thomas Smiley, M.A., Oxon. 
This gentleman, well known for his classical erudi- 
tion and extensive knowledge of art, and whom 
several well-known noblemen have entrusted with 
the charge of their sons during those prolonged 
foreign tours so necessary to the completion of a 
young Englishman’s education, has but recently re- 
turned from the Continent with 'his Grace the Duke 
of Rochester. ... We learn that the Very Rev. 
Thomas Smiley, M. A., D.D., Rector of Marlow 
Magna, Prebendary of Ely Cathedral, has been ap- 
pointed Canon of Peterborough. ... There is much 
discussion as to. who will be chosen to fill the famous 
Bishopric of Bath and Wells. It has been rumoured 
that the Duke of Rochester intends to bestow upon 
his once beloved tutor, now his no less cherished 

friend ” n xx, 

Mr. Smiley looked down at his legs : how well the 

violet silk would clothe that shapely calf ! He rang 
the bell and requested a fresh breakfast in so benev- 
olent a tone that the damsel, mistaking its paternal 
character, showed unusual alacrity in compl 3 '*ing 
with its demands. She was disappointed to be re- 
warded only by a benediction. Nevertheless, the 
suavity of the worthy gentleman sent her forth 
admiring, .and he drank his coffee and ate his roll 
with as fine an air of dut5^ well performed as if he 
were feeding the widow and orphan. He was com- 
fortably reflecting on the immediate details of busi- 
ness prehminary ■ to departure, and conning over 
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certain phrases of that reply letter to the Duchess, 
which was to be a masterpiece of its kind, when an 
imperious knock at the door was followed by the 
immediate apparition of Iris pupil. 

“ I should like a few words with you, Mr. Smiley.” * 

“ Certainly, my dear boy, certainly,” said Mr. 
Smiley, hastening to advance a chair to the table, 
and obsequiously removing the tray. 

The Duke sat himself down, folded his hands on 
the walnut table between him and his tutor, and 
looked steadily at that gentleman. There was 
speculation in his eye, but no hesitation. 

“ I think it is as well, Mr. Smiley,” he 
" that we shotild thoroughly understand each other 
through the rest of this journey. May I ask whether 
it is your intention to treat me in the way you 
have done hitherto — that is to say, like a 
boy?” 

“ My dear Edward,” said Mr, Smiley, greatly dis- 
tressed, “ you misunderstand, you have much nais- 
understood me. Consider the responsibility of my 
post. If, in my anxiety to prevent you falling 
either into the follies or the dangers to which Youth 
of his own essence is prone, I have erred on the side 
of conscientiousness— I may have done so ; huma- 
num est mare — ^it is never too late, the proverb hath 

it, to mend.” _ 

” Well, I am sick of it, and that is all about it,” 
said the Duke, and druihmed his white fingers on 
the table. “ I am Duke of Rochester, peer of the 
realm, and if you think I am going to be hauled home 
in tow, and ordered 
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paid for and fed and put to bed, you are very much 

inis'fciSLi'Csxi * ^ 

There was danger signalled in the boy’s eye, and 
danger in the emphatic slap %vith which he closed 
^ his sentence ; danger, too, in the snap of his jaw. 
The wise man is never so wise as when he yields 
in time. So thought the future Canon of Peter- 
borough. , , j 

“ Quite so, my young friend ; I fully understand ; 

indeed, in your position this would be unbecoming. 
Far be it from me to thwart you in any legitimate 
desire. You shall have the general arrangement of 
all our plans. I propose that we shall leave to-day, 
after the mid-day meal. You can yourself give the 
orders to John and the landlord ; and if you lilie to 
pick the horses for the first post, said Mr. Siniley, 
pleasantly conscious of his insight into the wox kings 
'of a young mans mind — '' young men like to dis- 
^ play their knowledge of horseflesh 
'' Pooh 1 said the Duke. 

There was such sconi in the ejaculation that the 
< comfortable rosy colour faded a little from Mr. 

'f',§ipiley's gills. ... 

■ If your Grace should desire/' said he m a nuS'^ 

> ; tered way, a small advance from the funds entruste i 
/■ to me for our expenses, I should be most willing to 
/’-meet you in the matter. It is not, said the parson 
!f/mth a pale smile, exactly in accordance with the 

I /^^structions given to me by your worthy aunt, but I 
/tjunk I may stretch a point." 
b/‘!He rose and drew’' a leather case from the inner 
*|dess of a black ba^ that stood beside l^s bed. 
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" Let us see,” said the Duke : “ have you plenty 

of money, Mr. Smiley ? ” _ 

” Oh, plenty ; we have been generously provided 

for.'” V , j ^ 

“ No fear of our running short, eh ? It won t do 
for us to travel like tradesmen, now that I am— what 

lam.” . ^ 

“ My dear young sir, trust me to know what is fit. 
All g'han be carried on as beseems our rank ; and 
though we shall have to travel post-haste, if we had 
to buy the horses instead of hiring them we could 
hardly spend three hundred sovereigns. I cashed 
our last draft yesterday.” 

His fingers fumbled with the openings of the 
pocket-book and displayed the notes which bulged 
within. ■ 

" I think,” said Mr. Smiley playfully, “ that I can 
spare you a five-pound note ^a ten-pound note, 
he added hastily. 

But the young man’s countenance did not relax. 

" Are all your funds here ? ” he said, and took up 
the pocket-book. “ Is that all we have ? ” 

" All, my dear boy, all,” said the divine— he could 
not quite gather the drift of his pupil’s question, but 
he was still determined to humour him— “ except 
what is contained in this httle canvas bag— a few 
gold pieces and silver coinage, change for our im- 
mediate expenses.” 

In the candour of his spirit, he drew the little bag 
in question from his breast-pocket and plumped it on 
the table. 

Instantly, the puke, passing the leather case to 
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h° left hand, extended his right and finely took , 
P'THf v"'*? “S ft?parson, mth m oneasy 

w?'- Now you have it Amy dear boy; you 

coat across, ioW „ not, however, keep a 

his quondam master. H n„ncme in each eye. 

u+tip twinkle of triumph from dancing i <,4,,+ 

^h^mdleut ioke?’ said the dergymau. Itot 

X^roddla™ li ri^Sh^ttout wrch we 

“v " 5'°“ ‘‘to 

Mr of Rochester can no 

understand that ^ position of having his 

=SB? r. 

-Biifasis 

Sa 4 SSlfi ’ " Come,.my boy," said he^witt a 

"""Lf rS4" sWrha“ta”'fS shkre of 

US make O' Dargam. rr-^tnm to mo 

the money for your own expenses, and return to m 

ihp. rest^ 
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“Notapenny!” 

* “ Monstrous ! ” cried the enraged mentor, instinct 

and the natural man getting the better of his 
mellifluous veneer. “ Do you browbeat me, 
sir ? ” 

“ Now, look here, Smiley ; matters are consider- 
ably changed between us, and you had better make 
up your mind to it at once. We shall not start, if 
you please, until nightfall ; meanwhile, you and 
John will be good enough to take your instructions 
from myself.” 

“ Do not think,” said Mr. Smiley, choking with 
the fury that compressed his throat and injected his 
eyes with blood, “ that I will permit this unseemly 
■ jest to be carried any further ? You have no right 
^ to the money of which you have just— yes, I must 
use the word— almost feloniously deprived me, and 
I have the legal right to control you and your actions 
for another month. We may be in a foreign town, j 

sir; nevertheless, there is justice to be hnd there 
are legial officers to enforce it. I should be sorry to 
resort to force, but ” 

“ I should reflect, if I were you, Smiley, before I 
went on like that,” said the young man quietly. 

“ One month 1 Is it worth while making an enemy 
of me ? I have heard,” proceeded the Duke, in a 
tone of superb insolence, “ that there are some damn 
fat preferments in the gift of Rochester.” 

Mr. Smiley went purple r then he went pale. He 
put up his hand and fairly gasped. The lad held 
him under a hard, unwavering eye. 

1' “ I should be loath,” repeated the poor parson. 
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whining — “ very loath, to employ force. It would, 

indeed, be against all my feelings.” 

His pupil gave a short laugh, and turned on his 
heel. 

“ We shall not start until nightfall,” he repeated. 
Then ; " Do not expect me to join you at the mid- 
day meal ; but pray order,” he added, grinning, 
“ anything you may fancy.” 

The Duke opened the 'door and stepped across the 
threshold somewhat hurriedly, for he found it very 
hard to keep from a very schoolboy-hke guffaw of 
laughter. 

A plaintive appeal fell vainly upon his ear before 
he shut himself out : 

At least, your Grace— at least leave me a few 
florins ! " 





CHAPTER IV. 

** John/' said the Duke, pack my portmanteau. 
And for the future, John, come to me for all your 
directions/' . 

'' Yes, your Grace/' said John respectfully to the 
first order (he had heard the great news during his 
L - ministrations to Mr. Smiley's chin) ; and Yes, Mr. 
L Edward — ^your Grace, I mean/' with a grin, to the 

^ second. 

The Duke placed his gray beaver at a knowing 
angle on his head ; one hand in his breeches-pocket 
jangled the eighteen florins (those condemned thirty- 
six shillings of English money) with a charming sen- 
sation of independence ; in the other hand he loosely 
swung an inexpensive cane. 

“ I must buy myself a malacca," said the boy. 

He emerged out of the cold gloom of the flagged 
passage into the genial sun-warmed yard. The 
yard was empty except for the pigeons, the almond- 
trees, and the horseless chaise. 

From the three low windows on the kitchen side 
f of the inn proceeded the hum of many voices, the 
clink of crockery, and the steam of hot viands. It 
was evident that the serving-folk of the Red Eagle 
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and of the Red Eagle’s guests were engaged upon 
their mid-day meal. Now and again a burst of 
laughter and a stave of song proclaimed that the- 
performance was not unattended with joviality. 
This inner sound emphasized by contrast the silence 
without. Few wayfarers were passing in the street 
beyond, hardly a cart. The whole town was de- 
voting its energies to the meridian consumption 
of pot-herbs and swine-flesh. 

As the Duke stood in the middle of the deserted 
cobble-stones and watched the pigeons bow and 
strut around him, he felt a little puzzled as to what 
to do, for the moment, with his newly-acquired 
liberty. His plans were all vague, not to say chaotic. 

The fact that he now could do what he liked 
with himself made him hesitate on the choice of 
any one thing. On a single point only was his mind 
determined : free of Smiley he wo-uld remain, and 
home to England he would not turn for at least 
thirty blessed days. He glanced at the vane above 
the brown stable gables. Which way blew the 
wind ? South, south-east ! 

In falling, his glance reached the shabby travelling- 
chaise, and there his eye grew fixed. It seemed as if 
it was studying with earnest attention every rubbed 
and patched strap, every ungainly line, but in reality 
it saw not one item — ^nothing but a young, laughing 
face, a mocking glance, an opulent womanly form. 

“ I wonder,” thought'the young man, awakening 
from his reverie -with a heightened animation on his 
countenance, “ which her room may be ? ” His 
looks travelled vainly over the rows of windows. 
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^ ''And I wonder whether she means to remain any 
time here ? Confound that Smiley, he is always in 
my way 1 

At this moment a door opened v/ith some vio- 
lence, and out came the surly postilion, bare-headed, 
wiping his mouth vehemently with the back of his 
hand as he strode along ; he was also cursing freely. 

He brushed past the Englishman without the 
least deferential sign, seized the chaise by the pole, 
and dragged it forward a few paces. 

“ May the hangman have all such, say I ! To ride 
all night, and scarce to be given an hour to swallow 
a morsel— the devil’s tail is on it ! This is a cursed 
life ! He drove his fist into the rumble, dragged 
forth a cushion, and shook it venomously. " Con- 
J.- found her whims and fancies I I wish her veal chops 
may choke her, that I do ! He thumped the 
cushion so hard that he was enveloped in a cloud 
of dust, and cried forth again between coughing and 
spitting : '' May the hangman have her ! " 

" You seem put out, friend,’' said the Duke, 
smiling. 

The man cast a surly glower upon him, and flung 
his cushion on the ground. He was not an ill- 
looking fellow, nor ill-built either. 

" And so would you be,” said he, " if you had to 
put up with a life like mine.” 

" But surely,” said his interlocutor, " 'tis a fine, 
free, open-air existence, with change and variety, 
and little trouble ? ” 

"Oh, yes,” said the man scornfully, ' and now. 
f folding his arms, leaned against the wheels and 
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less, perhaps, in the man’s grievance than in the 
^ cause of it. So the fair traveller was making but 
a hasty halt 1 

Where are you bound in such a hurry ? ” he % 
inquired. 

“ Over the border to the Capital. And that is 
twenty leagues yet. But she means to sleep the 
night at the Frontier Bridge, and that is out of all 
reason, too, for the inn is not fit to hold a candle to 
this one, and ’’ 

'' And there is no Katie in that town,” said the 
Duke archly. Truly, now, you see how a man 
may be mistaken ; for a little while ago, as I looked 
out of the window, I vow and declare that I thought 
* you a luckier dog than myself ! And I am not sure,” 

^ added the Duke reflectively, that I would not 
change places with you yet.” 

Eh, does milord think so ? ” said the man, and 
this time broke into a grin. '' I am sure I should 
not mind changing with him.” 

The Duke paused, flicked his top-boots with his 
cane, and again his glance wandered speculatively 
over the windows. 

All of a sudden, Through some open casement, 
the sound of a singing voice came wafted into the 
stillness below. There was a glorious upward reach, 
a sweetly prolonged note, a miraculous trill, and then 
silence. , 

Oh 1 ” said the Duke. 

There she goes ! ” growled the post-boy. He 
detached himself from his resting posture, aimed a 
"W vicious kick at the old chaise, and threw the cushion 
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jack into its place. “ She has finished her dinner 
and she’ll be after me in a minute. Excuse me, sir 
I must get on with my business.” _ ^ 

But a new fire had kindled in the Englishman £ 
eye ; he touched the postilion on the^ shoulder. 

“ Many a true word is spoken in jest,” said he 
“This exchange, friend, that would please us botl. 
so much, what is there to hinder its being effected, 
say, for a stage or two ? What if the milord move 
your horses, while you caressed your Katie ? ” 

“ Thunder and fire-blasts S Are you mad, mi- 

. j j 

The fellow’s eyes goggled, and his jaw dropped. 

“ I tbink I could put on your clothes,” pursued 
the Duke, unmoved. “ And I hope I can guide a 
horse along a highroad as well as you or any other 
I believe, too, that I could thump a cushion 
and kick a chaise, if that is part of the duty. Come, 
my man, it is a good offer. Three days’ holiday, 
and your work done for you. Two huiidred florins, 
and the price of your clothes, and — Katie’s Idsses ! ” 
The lover of Katie had become quite pale under 
his sunburn. He glanced over his shoulder cau- 
tiously. Presently a slow grin overspread his 
features ; he jerked his thumb in the direction of 
the casement, whistled a stave in mockery rou- 
lade, sostenuto, and trill burlesqued. He then 
thrust his tongue knowingly into his cheek. 

“ If that is the way'with you,” said he, “ why, 
step into the stables with me. We will talk matters 
over ; the nags, poor dumb things ! will tell no 
tales.” 
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CHAPTER V. 

The lady had ordered her unwilling post-boy to be 
ready for the start at one o'clock. 

At one o'clock the shabby chaise, drawn by two 
fresh horses and conducted by a rigid postilion, 
described a fine curve round the corner and was 
brought to a halt before the main entrance. The 
horses with pricked ears stood facing the gateway, 
sniffing the air of their road. The driver's eyes were 
fixed in the same direction. 

if any of the casual spectators that now began to 
straggle into the yard had thought it worth while 
■ to examine closely what manner of man it was that 
sat in the postilion's great boots ; if anyone had had 
the curiosity to I'aise the heavy leather hat, or even 
push aside the regulation white tow plaits that hung 
therefrom over either cheek, breast-deep, why, then 
the idle, everyday aspect of the scene might have 
been suddenly and most piquantly enlivened. 

But although one or two, of the stablemen could 
have been seen to exchange knowing and humorous 
looks behind the postilion's back — an exceedingly 
conscious back under its green jacket — although 
from the gra|;ing of the pantry- window two cook- 
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maids and a waiter, and also a sunburnt, equme- 
looking man, in singularly iil-fittmg clothes, were 
convulsed with a smothered merriment evident y 
•connected with the ancient chaise ^ J 

breeched diiver, no one so much as ' 

latter as the hand of the stable clock jerked its 

W3,v to the Quarter. ^ i 

Seated at a table by the open casement, and occa- 
sionally casting a melancholy distracted glance into 
the courtyard below, was a middle-aged gentleman 
of reverend appearance, with a pen poised m an 

inert hand. . . . , 

“ Inexpressible, your Grace, is the sorrow into 

which the melancholy tidings received tnis morn- 
, ing have plunged me and my beloved charge. 
Thus had the pen written on the fair page, and in- 
expressible, Mr, Smiley’s feelings seemed to Le, for 

he could proceed no further, but remamed absorbed 
in cogitation of a painful, yet absolutely personal 

description. r r i +. 

I shall have to employ ruse, I iear,^ tnougnt 

he. “ Perhaps to-night, when he sleeps.” ^ 

His wandering eye swept over the post-boy’s npre 
ever arid anon, innocently. But so evil a thing 
is it to carry an uneasy conscience that this same 
post-boy, aware of the black-clothed senbe at the 
^ndow, felt as if two red-hot gimlets were bonng 
through the green jacket to his naked desh. An 
in his breast-pocket the pocket-book (which w^ 
sizable enough to cause a certain strain on the 
breast-buttons) seemed to sweE and sweE to such 
an abnormal size that he could hardly ^aw a breath. 
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The postilion, indeed, was not in a state of pla- 
^ cidit}^ Besides the causes for disquietude which 
were acting on his sensitive epidermis, his strained 
ears provided him with a fresh subject for alarm. ^ 
Ever since he had halted before the steps on the 
stroke of the hour, a singular clamour, the noise of 
man}/ voices raised in discussion, had not ceased 
witliin the house. Now it seemed to him that these 
rumours proceeded from the quarter whence that 
stave of song had floated out to ravish him a short 
time ago. And, as he thought further to recognise 
above the rest the same accents that had rated his 
predecessor in the saddle, if ever a young man may 
have been truly described as “ sitting upon thorns,'' 

*. that young man was the Duke of Rochester turned 
post-boy. 

At last the voices in conflict rose to highest pitch. 
Then there was silence, emphasised by the slam of 
a door. The postilion gripped his knees. Along 
. s the inner passage leading to the vestibule a feminine 
whirlwind approached with ever-gathering force. 

Oh, Lord ! " thought he, it is all up with 
me!" 

Instinctively he rounded his back ; but the storm 
was not directed against him. 

Magnificent, overwhelming, with fold of silk blown 
out, it seemed, by the very breath of her wrath, the 
lady, clutching a bandbox^ and the birdcage in one 
hand, sundry shawls and packages in the other, 
sailed out of the house, followed by the landlord, 
burdened on his side with rugs and parcels. Her 
P voice, rising and falling in tumultuous cadence, pro- 
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ceeded with every shade of feeling, and ''^^h no 
more break than was absolutely necessary for the 
drawing of breath, to narrate a moving tale of 

^indignation. , ,■ 

“It is just as I told you, Mr. Host— the un- 
grateful slut! She owes everything to me. She 
was starving, literally starving, when I took her m. 
And ignorant ! I had to teach her even to tmst 
a ringlet. And such a place as she had of it . Tae 
wages I gave her 1 You saw that green siUc she 
wears ? That was mine— as good as new. bhe got 
them all. Not to speak of the presents arid the 
tips You may imagine, Mr. Landlord, aU tlie 
young men, and the old men, too, that wiU make 
up to me ; they tip her, of course— not to speak of 
the kisses. Well, sir, the minx is not satisfied. I 
knew she and Joseph were carrying on. I could- 
not but see it. Only last night, as we drove along 
in the moonlight, I could hear them kissing in the 
rumble- not that I mind a kiss in moderation, but 
there is reason in roasting of eggs. And at dawn, 
when I looked out to tell Araminta (I call her Ara- 
minta) to give me my other scent-bottle, what do 
j see,? — ^she is combing that rascal’s hair with my 
comb-my comb 1 After that, said I to myself, 
there is nothing but marriage. My graaous ! one 
must have some propriety in one’s establishrnent. 
You noticed Joseph. Mr. Landlord ? There is an 
ugly devil, if you like! Well, it was chiefly for 
that I hired him— and because he could make such 
a good salad. But, after all. if it is her taste, thought 
I, all tastes are respectable. So I just called them up 
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^ after dinner, and said I, ‘ I have seen yonr pranks, 
and it has just come to this : you will have to be 
married, my good friends. I will start you in busi- 
ness,’ said L That minx comes forward as brazen ^ 
■ as you please. ‘ Madam mistakes/ says she ; ‘ I 
should never dream of marrying Joseph.’ /Madame 
mistakes, indeed ! ’ cried I ; ' then, what do such 
goings-on mean ? ’ " Oh, nothing at all,’ says she, 

‘ nothing at all, madame, and Joseph will tell you 
himself that he has already a wife and six children.’ 

A married man, no less 1 and six — oh, well, I gave 
it to her and to him too. And when I am hot, Mr, 
Landlord, things are pretty lively, I assure you. 

" Who would have thought Madame so particular ? ’ 
says Miss Araminta. Look here, now, if you had 
heard her you would not have believed your ears. 
Of course there was nothing to be done but to give 
^ her a good smack in the face, pay them their wages, 
and pack — out with you I Oh ! I am well rid of 
such rubbish. But here I am, all flustered and all 
. of a perspiration, and — my God ! my God i it is 
past the quarter already. I say, my good man, 
open the door. Eh, what ? What is the matter 
now ? Your bill I Did I forget the bill ? One 
cannot think of everything, you know. Here, take 
" the box, take the bird. Jemminy ! that is my best 
hat ; be careful, mil you ? Where is this blessed 
bill ? Oh ! oh 1 oh 1 Mr. Landlord, have you no 
conscience ? What is there about a poor girl like 
me, who has^' to work for her living, that you all 
conspire to squeeze her as dry as a lemon ? Well, 

S' there, bother the change 1 Give Araminta her 
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supper out of it, though she does not deserve it. 
Eh, postilion, you will have to go at a round pace 
this time, I can tell you ! I hope you have had a 
. good dinner. Now, look at that sulky brute not 
a word out of lum ! There is another of them. 
He is in a temper, if you please, because I expect 
to be driven. Next time I hire a post-boy it will 
be to sit on my sofa. Oh! la 1 la! Good-bye, 

Mr. Landlord.” _ , , t 

The ancient springs of the chaise creaked as she 
flimg her vigorous young body on the cushions 
within. The postihon tried to crack his stumpy 
whip, but with faint success, and dug his spurs 
into his horse. Lumberingly and cautiously they 
rumbled out through the archway, and the sun- 
burnt man, with the inexactly fitting clothes, be- 
came doubled up with inextinguishable laughter as 
he watched their exit from behind the bars of the 
pantry window, 

iti * * * * 

The attention of Mr. Smiley, who was seated in 
his bedroom looking out into the yard, had per- 
force been attracted by the noisy twittering with 
which the beautiful travelhng bird had filled the aii 
before taking wing. He looked forth upon her with 
a discriminating and censorious eye. Such were 
the dangers to which pure young souls were exposed 
upon their travels abroad, against which they re- 
quired the protecting wings of some such guardian 
angel as himself. 

“ It is weU,” thought Mr. Smiley—" it is very well 
that this female is departing, and fortunate mdeed 


YOUNG APRIL. 45 

that Edward in liis present wanton mood should 
not be brought into such pernicious proximity. 
There is a Providence watching over us/* said the 
clergyman, and took heart to dip his pen in the< 
ink once more, to continue his letter of condolence. 



Given a fair spring afternoon, an open country, 
beautiful and green, a level road running into the 
unknown, a pair of decently-stepping horses, it 
would be strange indeed if the addition of such units 
did not sum delight to a charioteer not more advanced 
into the mvsteries of hfe than the spring itself, and 
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Hope; hay-fields bounded by gnarled apple-trees 
whose blushing promises were yet hidden in their 
powdered, gray-green caps ; pear-trees white with 
foam blossom already ; and rare blackthorns, the-*, 
silvery treasure of which was drifting from boughs 
already clothed. Each tree in the copse was show- 
ing the first flutter of its coming summer garb — 
some more, some less, according to their nature. 
Delicately tinted from gray and amber to emerald 
' and sunset-pink lay all the woods. 

The eye stretched far over the flat expanse to 
amethyst mountains on the horizon. It was a lonely 
landscape ; for there v/ere no living herds or flocks 
upon the meadow grass, and field flowed into field, 
green corn into green maize, without any boundary- 
line or a single unsightly barrier. 

The shadows grew longer, and the white brilliance 
of the sun began to wax golden yellow upon the 
land. An hour had gone by, and the Duke-postil- 
ion was beginning to think that, sufficient time 
having elapsed to place a convenient distance be- 
tween him and pursuit, further acquaintance with 
the alluring fair one behind him would not be an 
undertaking attended by a vast amount of irksome 
ceremonial — ^if he only knew how to begin. 

His travesty had served him admirably thus far ; 
but he had his doubts as to its becoming his par- 
ticular cast of feature, and he felt himself encom- 
passed ill a clinging atmosphere of old leather, strong 
tobacco, and stable midden, which, no doubt, might 
have a piquant pungency of its own, but which 
could scarcely be grateful to beauty's nostrils. In 
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perplexity, and amid conflicting schemes, he trott^ 
on Mother mile or two, and then beheld two roads 
diverging, instead of one unmistakable way. 

Now, he had been duly primed by his post-boy, 
but to what purpose ? Had he been told, fake the 
right or Leave the right? Unconsciously he 
slackened pace. Why had he not wTritten’ out his 
itinerary ? Why had he started so cocicsure oi his 
own capacity ? Should he risk it, and run away 
with his fair charge to an indefinite goal ? _ A road 
must lead somewhere, and the situation might pre- 
cipitate a delightful climax. ... , „ . , 

Under his forgetful hand the horses feh mto a 

waUc. 

“ Postilion ! ” came a call, as true and as loud as 
a silver clarion’s. “ PostiUon, what are you stop- 
ping for ? ” , . , j 

The postilion drew up altogether, his heart thump- 
ing rather quickly against the pocket-book. 

“ PostiUon ! ” cried the lady again, very peremp- 
torily, for she was evidently not a person who could 
lightly endure a, check, “ don’t you hear me ? 

The postilion cleared his throat for action , but, 
as painfully apprehensive of the first sound of his 
own ducal voice as a timid sldpper might be of the 
eflect of his first round, he paused again. ^ 

“ Come, I say,” cried the lady ; “ I should like 
to know what is the matter with you^^ Postilion! 
this is fairly maddening. Postilion ! ” 

" Ay, gracious lady,” grunted the postiUon, in as 
deep a German bass as he could haul up, and kept 
his head rigidly straight. 



YOUNG APRIL. 49 

There fell an ominous silence, during which the 
horses shook themselves once noisily and puffed a 
deep breath, and the cage canary within the coach 
ventured upon a surprised twitter. 

Young man/' said the lady at last, in grave and 
altered accents, '' do me the favour of dismounting 
-and speaking to me." 

After a moment's hesitation, the Duke laboriously 
brought one heavily-booted leg round to join the 
other, slid from his saddle, and stumped slowly up to 
the carriage-door. Suddenly bashful, he was unable 
to raise his eyes to the lady's countenance ; but he 
felt her searching gaze fixed upon him, and blushed 
— ^blushed so ingenuously that the very roots of his 
hair tingled under his monstrous headgear. 

There ensued another long pause. 

“ Take off your hat, sir," said the fair traveller at 
last, " that I may see your face." 

Then all the good mettle in the lad rose to the 
emergency ; he doffed his hat with that grace of 
gesture inborn which not the cunningest master of 
deportment could impart to the most diligent pupil ; 
he lifted his head from the bow with a little proud 
toss, and his brown eyes looked boldly into other 
brown eyes— the most beautiful deep-pupilled* and 
black-lashed that he had ever seen. What though 
they were just now dilated with surprise, scintilla- 
ting with wrath! And so the two stared at each 
other. 

All at once there broke a little quiver of mirth upon 
the post-boy's lips — a quiver that presently spread 
into a show of white teeth and a dancing audacity of 
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look. Hereupon the lady’s indignation, contained 
hitherto within a tumultuously pent-up bosom 
broke forth unrestrained. ^ 

- “ Upon my word, these are pretty goings-on ! " 
cried she. ” I do not know you, sir. Pray who 
may you be, and how dare you masc^uerade as my 
servant ? What insolence is this ? Why, I have 
never even seen you ! ” 

The words had scarcely rolled from her tongue 
before she caught herself up and fell to stai ing af i esh, 
a light of recognition dawning upon her countenance 
the while. Then all at once she clapped her hand 
and' cried in quite another manner : 

“ Oh, gracious heavens ! if it be not the boy in the 
nightshirt ! ” Saying which, she fell, being seem- 
ingly a creature of lightly varying moods, from her 
height of anger into a depth of helpless laughter. 

For a second Rochester wavered, boylike, between 
offended dignity and the infection of her mirth. 
But the latter, and his own joyous sense of emanci- 
pation, carried the day. And the silence of the 
woodland and wide meadow was thereby filled with 
so strange a concert that the horses uplifted their 
heads from the tempting roadside tuft they were 
s niffin g to look round upon them astonished. ^ The 
Duke leant his folded arms against the open window 
of the chaise and filled the aperture with his head 
and shoulders. 

“ Yes, I saw you from my window this morning,” 
he said tenderly, not sorry to give to his escapade 
an interpretation which, if not altogether the true 
one, could not fail to be flattering to his^hearer. 
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“ You are an Englishman,” cried she at the sound 
of his speech, sitting up abruptly from her wealc col- 
lapse among the cushions, and wiping her stream- 
ing eyes ; then instantly falling back again. “You 
do not seem,” said she, “ to have caught a chill, 
anyhow. Just take your head a httle further back, 
if you please. Come, now, all Englishmen are mad, 
or nearly so, I k now ; nevertheless, I should be 
glad if you would give me an explanation of this 
behaviour.” 

“ Surely, surely ” said the Duke. . 

He who drinks a strong wine fasting is like to find 
it swiftly rob him of his wits. The boy was fairly 
intoxicated with his first pull at the cup of love and 
liberty. 

“ Surely, surely,” said he, and he knew not how 
fatuous and foolish was his smile, “ knowing that I 
had seen you, you need not have asked the question.” 

The lady surveyed him an instant keenly, but 
with perfect composure. Then ; \ 

“ My goodness ! what a pace you go at ! ” she 
remarked ; and added reflectively, “ I wish all my 
postilions drove as fast.” 

As she spoke, the horses, unable to resist the 
appearance of a peculiarly luscious ^owth of young 
corn on the wayside, began dragging the carriage 
with slow determination towards the ditch. 

“ Oh, oh ! ” cried she ; “ you must mind your 
horses, Mr. Postilion.” 

And the Duke had, indeed, no alternative but to 
spring to their heads and conduct them back to the 
middle of the road. Then, having ingeniously 
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attached the reins to some part of the harness, he 
would have returned to his attractive station. ^ 
But, determined, though laughing agam, sue 

would have npne of it. . , .t i, „ 

“ Back to your saddle, sir,” said sue ; J^u aw 
undertaken a duty, see that you luM it. On Aith 
voti i we have lost too much time as it is. 

Ill his inexperience, he was not sure enough o 
liimself to disobey her. He made her a bow, to cover 
with elegance his inner discomfiture; and fmced 
thereupon to replace his hat, was acutely conscious 
of its disfiguring proportions and of the comic aspec> 
it must assume upon a head so much too small for it. 

A note of good-humoured laughter followed him 
to the saddle. He drove his. heels into the poor 
brown’s sides and applied his wMp to the off-bay 
with a vindictiveness that surprised these animas 
into an unwonted start, and sent the dust flying and 
the old chaise bounding haphazard along one of the 
unknown roads. 



CHAPTER VII. 

The injured post-boy kept his team jogging onwards 
at a pace so unaccustomed, that by the time they 
had reached a certain village on the height (wliich 
seemed to consist wholly of an inn, a farmhouse, 
and a few cottages) it was evident that they would 
have to halt and rest awhile before proceeding 
further. 

That this was expected of aU travellers, however, 
was demonstrated by the assiduity of a couple of 
stablemen who seemed to be on the lookout. Ihese 
ran out to loosen the harness and rub down the nags, 
racting the while astonished glances at the unknown 
and peculiar-looking postilion, who sat mute and 
motionless in his place until he was UteraEy forced 
to dismount by the undoing of the girths. 

“ Pray, my good men,” said the travelling lady, 
popping out her rosy face, “ how far is it to the Fron- 
tier Bridge ? ” 

“ Two leagues and a half,” said one of the ostlers. 
“WUl not the gracious lady descend and refresh 
herself within till her horses are fed ? ” 

“ I thank you,* no,” said the lady. “ I am pro- 
vided with ail 1 require here in the carriage. But 
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perhaps my postilion ’’-here a trill of mirthjan in 

her tone—" would feel the better of a drink. 

“ Oh," cried the ostler, " he shall have a tankaid 
flf the best that is brewed here between this and the 

Capital. Will'st with me, fellow ? i j , ■ 

No/' said the postilion, in a strangled voice, 
doffed his hat to mop his brow, and stood with his 
sulkv back turned to the chaise window. ^ 

The stablemen shrugged shoulders of surprise and 
disapproval to one another, gave each horse its nose- 
b3.g, and went about their business. 

Then the chaise lady unpacked a box, spread her 
lace-edged napkin, and contemplated cold viands. 
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the young man would have been a churl indeed had 
he resisted. ; : ' ' ' 

Mind your boots ! ” said she, as he clambered 
in and her pearl silk stocking was grazed by the un- 
wieldy leather. Here, sit you opposite. We will 
have to share a plate (praise the Lord, I have two 
forks !) and eke a glass — unless you drink out of the 
bottle. Ha, ha 1 

Drink first,'' said he, in a low voice, which 
sounded strange in his own ears, '"and then give 
me the glass/' 

Perhaps/' said she, and nibbled a piece of 
chicken, '' it would not come amiss that we should 
know of each other a little more. Behold me, by 
name Eva Visconti. (You may have heard of her. 
No ? And they tell me I am famous !) For my inti- 
mate friends, Eva Beau-Sourire. By profession, 
then, singer. Just now upon my way from Milan to 
the Capital, where I have accepted a season's engage- 
ment as Prima Donna at His Majesty's Royal Opera 
House. I might have signed a far better agreement 
at Vienna, but I had my reasons. By birth, sir, 
true Viennese. By disposition, lighthearted. By 
good fortune, free as air ; and, thank God, enough 
in my private little purse — at least, for bread- 
and-butter. The rest, discover for yourself." 

Now, heavens, there is a challenge 1 " thought the 
young fellow. And, like a puppy that may take 
umbrage at a waving straw, and yet, with wagging 
tail, will pat the burning bomb-shell, he was all eager 
to meet her advances as a very man of the world. 

I drink to Eva Visconti," said he, and quaffed 
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the glass she held out to him, intoxicated most by 
the knowledge that her lips had already pressed its 
brim. “ Let me introduce to her in return Edward 
.Warrender, seventh Duke of Rochester.” 

He halted, disconcerted to find that the announce- 
ment of her postilion’s splendid rank produced so 
stnall an effect upon the lady that she merely raised 
her eyebrows with a look of amused surprise, which 
seemed hardly to amount to an emotion. A man of 
more knowledge of the world would doubtless have 
ascribed such an attitude to artfulness — an artful- 
ness to be expected in a person of the character 
which Eva Visconti seemed to take almost pleasure 
in proclaiming. A seasoned skipper would have 
known how to steer his craft in such waters. But 
the wind was altogether taken out of the inexperi- 
enced Duke’s sails. With a courageous attempt to 
keep his course, he, nevertheless, pursued, in tones 
of deprecating gallantry, and in feeble imitation of 
her own easy manner : 

“ By profession, nothing but her humble servant ; 
by fortune, never favoured more than now ; by dis- 
position ” 

He halted, for Ms eloquence failed him, but he 
looked unutterable things. 

“ How now ? ” cried the lady. “ WiU nothing 
less than a dukedom serve you ? ” And then her 
eye grew pensive as it swept over Ms delicate, clear- 
cut face, and fell upon the notable refinement of his 
hands. “ Maybe,” she said — maybe. I do not 
doubt your word. Yet do I know one of your land 
who calls himself but a simple gentleman, and seems 
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as content with the title as if he had been born an 
emperor. 

She sighed, and gazed out across him through the 
window. There was a minute's pause. 

“ But I/' said he again, think little of any title 
just now, save that of servant to you.'' 

At this he ventured to edge a little nearer, and so 
doing, upset the chicken plate. 

'' La ! " she cried, rating him ; "" this is what 
comes of bad manners. Both the good wings of the 
ciiicken 1 Throw them out to the yard-dog. Oh, 
take care of my Saxe plate ! " 

With this he dived ; she dived, too, and the young 
heads touched. Now the fork eluded them, and 
now the spoon. The Duke’s fingers now came upon 
the satin handy and now, for a second, grasped the 
S'welling arch of a silk-clad foot. 

So engaged were they that the sound of a horse- 
man cantering with splendid dash up to the inn-door 
fell unheeded, or not at all, upon their ears. Neither 
were they aware that the cavalier, catching sight of 
the chaise, had leaped from the saddle, and, having 
approached hurriedly, now* stood by with folded 
arms, gazing in upon them as if transfixed. 

With little screams, the prima donna still sought 
her belongings. If the Duke impeded rather than 
aided her efforts, who shall blame him ? But every- 
one knows that to stoop after such a fashion is bound 
to bring the blood to the head, and once a man of 
twenty gets the blood to his head, he is apt to do 
singular things. For the third time Eva Visconti's 
curls swept the Englishman’s cheek. 


:ii!? 


58 YOUNG APRIL. 

“ I have got the spoon ! ” she cried ; and raised 
an innocently triumphant face. 

“ Oh,” said the Duke, “ how beautiful you are ! ” 

He slipped his arm round her waist, and planted a 
kiss straight upon her lips. 

The lady wasted no energy upon screams or pro- 
testation, but her open palm descended upon the 
boy’s cheek with the report of a pistol. 

His brain reeled and he saw a thousand sparks. 
With a fleeting, ruthful recollection of the stable- 
man and the Dorcas by the pump, “ Is this the 
consecrated usage ? ” thought he, yet felt no impulse 
to merriment. 

But space for coherent reasoning was not granted 
him. The cavaher, who had watched the proceed- 
ings of the pair with a deadly sneer on his lips, now, 
as if suddenly galvanised into life by the sound of 
Eva’s unsparing buffet, shot out an unsuspected arm, 
seized the delinquent postilion by the collar, scooped 
him from the chaise like an oyster from its shell, held 
him upright, shook him as a terrier might a rat, and 
finally spurned lum into space with a kick, inflicted 
in a masterly fashion in the very centre of the 
yellow breeches. 

With indiarubber buoyancy, the Duke of Roch- 
ester rebounded from the cobble-stones, squared his 
slim arms and leaped furiously at his antagonist, 
only to be met by a blow on the nose which, un- 
compromisingly delivered, sent him down again, 
this time in a sitting posture, with the blood trick- 
ling from his ducal nostrils. 

The songster’s screams rang into the air ; 
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“ My God, you will kiU the child ! ” 

The officer— for such a smart light blue and silver 
undress uniform and a trailing sword unmistakably 
proclaimed him — ^leant an elbow on the open door 
of the chaise, and turned an irate, handsome coun- 
tenance and fiery blue eyes upon its occupant. 

“ So, Eva— — ! ” he began, in cutting tones. 

But she bore him down by an overpowering flood 
of reproach. 

“ Weil, and so, and so, and what is that to you ? 

And who gave you leave to meddle ? What con- 
cern is it of yours whether anyone kisses me ? I 
had smacked his face — ^was that not enough ? Just 
look! My Saxe plate broken ; the champagne in 
the lap of my new gray silk ; and the skirt, too, tom 
from one end to another 1 God knows how my poor 
voice will be after the fright and the screaming ! 

Are you not ashamed of yourself ? If you have in- 
jured that boy, Neuberg, I will never speak to you 
again as long as I hve.” 

She craned her head forward to look out upon 
her unfortunate admirer ; but, by a rapid move- 
ment, the officer closed the door, and blocked up the 
window. 

“ And are you not ashamed ? ” began he, leaning 
in, and speaking in the harshest, most grating tone 
of anger. “ What 1 repel me, and hobnob with a 

postilion ? Hell and damnation, Eva ” 

“ HeU and damnation yourself, sir ! Take care. 

I have got the fellow to that smack tingling in my || 
hand for you. . . . Fie, Neuberg 1 your voice is as 
^ ^l§fy ^ raven’s 1 Postilion indeed j shall a lady 
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not share a glass of champagne TOth her postilion 

if she is so minded-above all, if that postilion hap- 

A ^gentleman ? ” echoed he whom she had 
addressed as Neuberg, the cloud of contempt ^d 
fury in his face giving way to an expression of the 

r^ttWester, who had painM, 
risen to his feet, and. wiping the blood from hia hyid 
chin with a white silk handkerchief was 
the figure of his enemy with a certain stillness ot 

murderous intensity. . , 

“ Yes, sir,” continued Eva Visconti vindictively, 

“ and as good a gentleman even as you. Count Gustai 
von Neuberg— you, who vrould have the monopoly 
of admiring a free woman 1 The young man is the . 

Duke of Rochester.” . 

Coimt Neuberg rolled his blue eye rapidly from 
the soccer’s face to the postilion. Clouds of con- 
flicting emotions chased each other across his coun- 
tenance, which was evidently as open to reflect the 
workings of his mind as the bosom of a lake to . e 
moods of the sky. Then he came forward a s.ep. 
placed his left htmd on the hilt of his swoid, closed 
his heels, and. saluting in ceremonious military 
style, addressed the Englishman, who clenched his 

hands as he approached. . , „ . 

“ Sir,” he said, in a grave voice, hardly recognis- 
able as’proceeding from the lips that had up to now 
emitted such harsh sounds—” sir, my mistalce was. 
you must admit, excusable. Nevertheless, I am 
ready to offer for it all the reparation one gentleman 
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can make to another. I gather that we are proceed- 
^ ' ing in the same direction. You will find me at your 
disposal at any place, at any hour, with any weapon 
you wish to appoint.” 

The Duke’s balled hands fell open. 

“ Thank you, sir,” he said, with simple dignity ; 

. the sooner the better, if you please.” 

” Listen to them now ! ” cried the poor lady in 
the chaise. “ Confound you, Neuberg ! what has 
brought you here at all ? ” 

” Ah, my dear Eva,” said the man sadly, “ I came 
to the frontier to meet you and escort you to the 
Capital, but when I got there my impatient heart 
pushed me on still further. But woe betide him who 
comes upon a woman unannounced 1 ” he added, 
j,.. with^ bitterness. 

” What tomfoolery this is ! ” said the prima 
donna, with an impatient sigh. 

But the Duke, eagerly examining his future op- 
ponent in this his first affair of honour, could not but 
be struck wiith the accents of a passion beside which 
his own tentative experience in love seemed but the 
flicker of a match to a furnace fire. 

Then the three actors in this little comedy became 
aware of a wide circle of absorbed and vaguely grin- 
ning spectators. 

” Is it your pleasure, madam, that we should 
proceed ? ” said the postilion to the lady. 

She glanced at him pensively. The boy seemed 
suddenlj^ to have grown into a man. Then, sighing 
with some weariness of temper, she said : 
li ‘‘ Yes, yes, by ail means, let us get on.” 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The little border town was gilded by the setting sun 
as the travellers, throwing giant shadows before 
them, rode down the hill towards its ancient and 
decaying walls. 

Ever stiffer and ever sorer had grown every joint 
and muscle of the postilion as on he jogged monot- 
onously upon his hard-trotting mount. But the 
stiffness of his injured pride, the soreness of his 
swelling heart, surpassed all possible physical dis- 
comfort. Two hours’ uninterrupted meditation on 
the indignities to which he had been subjected had 
not diminished his appreciation of their magnitude. 
Struck, kicked — kicked by a miserable foreigner — 
he, the Duke of Rochester ! Was any weapon mur- 
derous enough to avenge, any blood red enough to 
wash out, such degradation ? ' 

His sense of mortal injuiy' gave him so singular an 
air of dignity and of exclusiveness, and seemed to 
set him so much apart from the frivolity of life, that 
Eva Visconti, as she descended at the inn-door, 
ventured upon never a word of that mediation 
speech (to be followed by the sprightly supper- 
party) she had been cheerfully planning for the last 
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league of the way. . He bowed to her with coldness 
as she hesitatingly regarded him. Inclining her own 
head in silence, she flitted across the thresaold, and 
with an unwonted sinking of her spirits left the two 

young men outside. -i, i i- 

When the last undulations of gray siUc had dis- 

appeared from sight, the Englishman went steadily 
up to the officer and, looking into his eyes, said : 

You gave me, sir, the choice of time and place 
and weapons. I say : Now ; herej and with tne 
iirst weapons that can be musteied. 

‘‘ Sir said the officer, with a most easy politeness, 

I am' immediately and entirely at your disposal 
But allow me to observe that you seem a sti anger 
here, and that I myself know of no gentleman in this 
little town who could act as my second. Now, 
to-morrow we shall be able to reach the Capital, 

Not so ! said Rochester, his ilbcontamed fury 
breaking out fiercely. And do you think, sir, 
that I am going to let a night pass upon the treat- 
ment I have suffered at your hands ? I ask for no 
seconds ; get whom you wiE here to see fair-play 
for yourself.'’ 

Count Neuberg paused an instant to look at the 
slight boyish figure, the quivering young face, and to 
admire the spirit and high-breeding which could 
obliterate absolutely all absurdity of situation and 
attire. 

He could have felt it in him to wring^ the mock 
postilion's hand in good-fellowship, were it not that 
the very points which excited his admiration were of 
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the kind most likely to prick Ms original jealousy 
into greater activity. 

His lace grew dark again. 

It shall be as you wish/' he said. It will go 
hard if we do not find a couple of honest men to 
bear witness to the decorous conduct of our meeting. 
There is a secluded garden here behind the inn — 
better stilfi there is a splendid room in the house 
itself, with a fair boarded floor — the wine-room, the 
very thing 1 This must Master Host lend us, and 
illuminate to his best resources, if we are to see to 
cut each other's throats. Yes, since, according to 
your wish, we are to fight to-night, we must even do 
so indoors ; it will soon be dark. , That is logic, as 
my friend Michael Spencer would say," he added, 
with a sudden smile, and (to the Duke's great aston- 
ishment) in very precise English. 

It was so sweet a smile, and lit up so pleasantly a 
gallant manly countenance, that, with all the tiger 
in him athirst for blood,^ Rochester could, not but 
feel its charm. 

The boarded floor by all means," said the Duke, 
also in English, from the edge of his haughty lip, 
and made an impatient movement towards the 
house. 

Stay, stay," said Neuberg. '' Since we are to 
be our own seconds, my lord, give me your patience 
yet a little further. Say that I find two fellows to 
act as witnesses, that I secure the lighted room, and 
the requisite solitude for our purpose, we have yet 
the weapons to think of. The choice lies with you. 
Pistols ? " said he, musing, and passed a reflective 
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hand over his chin. Pistols doubtless you, as an 
Englishnian, would’ prefer; but how get a decent 
pair here ? If you have your own with you, it is all 
right. The pistol case is an item which an English 
traveller, as a rule, never forgets ; yet in your present 
disa'uise ""-*-*•* ^ 

“ I have none with me,” answered the other 
briefly. “ But you, sir, have your sword ; cam we 
not obtain another in the towm ? As for me J would 
prefer swords,” went on Rochester, his right hand 
twitching as he spoke. Indeed, it seemed to him 
that a snan at a pistol, be it ever so deadly, womd 
be but poor satisfaction to his injured pride._ But 
hand against hand, blow for blow have at lum ! 
that would be something ! 

“ If you prefer swords,” cried Ncuberg heartily, 
“ so be it. It will be quieter work, no doubt, and 
we must not forget the lady. I have mine, as you 
say. We must get another by hook or by crook. 
I shall naturally take the weapon I do not know, to 
balance matters. 

Will you, then/' said the Englishman, see^ co 
all this ? May I leave everything to you ? Being 
a foreigner here, I could not 03x13^ things through 

as you could.'* ^ 

“ I was about to propose it, Duke, said the 

officer. 

They walked together to the imi. 

** You will find me in my bedroom/* said the 
young man, awaiting your summons. 

The other saluted, and they parted. 

Some rumour must have already reached the 
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landlord's ears as' to tlie mystery -siirronn'ding a 
postilion who spoke the tongue of the land in such 
strange accents, who dismounted and marched away 
with never a glance "at his coach or his horses 
for he hardly showed surprise when this eccentric 
charioteer demanded to be given possession of the 
best bedroom free in the house, a warm bath, ano 
a bottle of the choicest vintage. 

^ 45 * ^ 

It was by a dapper soldier servant that, an hour 
later, Rochester was informed that everything was 
in readiness. Although bodily refreshed by his 
bath, he was, nevertheless, in a mood of heightened 
irritability, having experienced considerable disgust 
■ at being forced to reclothe his nether limbs in those 
infernal yellow breeches, and to shufiie about with 
a pair of the lan(il.ord's slippers upon his slender feet. 
The impossible top-boots lay dejectedly, capsized 
one upon the other, in the corner. 

“ His honour the Captain lets it be known," 
said the soldier, '' that he awaits the gentleman in 
the saloon." 

Rochester leaped up, his tired face flushing. He 
shuffled forth in rear of the messenger, who tramped 
with measured clink of spur down the passages, and 
was introduced into a brilliant-illuminated, bare 
apartment, the door of which was closed and bolted 
immediately upon his entrance. 

Count Neuberg, stripped to the waist, stood dis- 
playing under the candle-light the reflection of a 
miraculously white skin, while he discussed with a 
precise, rosy-faced, fair-haired individual in spec- 



The strange gentleman was in the act of uttering 
a warm panegyric upon the virtues of their par- 
ticular kind of grip, when the sound of the soldier s, 
boots, and of the Duke's shuffling sUppers, made ^ 
itself ’heard. The Captain wheeled round. 

“ Ah ! ” said he cordially, in the tone of a host : 
.welcoming his guest, “ there you are. Let me m- 
troduce Dr. Theophilus Lehmann, who aas kindly 
consented to act as your second, my lord, and also 
as our doctor ; and who has furthermore provided ; 
us with these handy instruments, which he assuies 
me {and I have no doubt of it) are considered o the 
highest patent. Is it not fortunate, added he 
<^aUy “ that I should have discovered this learned 
and gallant gentleman ? He is a person, my dear \ 
Duke, of every talent — able to carve a man open 
and sew him up again tight at the same sitting. 

He has the exact knowledge of the Code of Honour 
and of the niceties of a gentleman’s anatomy. | 
Herr Doctor, I introduce you to the Dulce of Roch- 
ester, from England.” 

“ Eh, eh ! " chuckled Dr. Theophilus Lehmann, ! 
making a circumspect little bow ; “ much honoured 
—much honoured." 

The Duke, looldng ill-humouredly round, met the 
gaze of the most benevolent orbs it is possible to 
imagine beaming upon him from the circles of im- 
mense silver-rimmed spectacles. ,, t i t 

" By the way,” said Count Neuberg, I believe . 

L have actually omitted to introduce myself : Count 
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Gustaf von Nenberg, Captain of the King’s Squadron 
^ of Rider Guards, and Equerry to his Majesty. And 
there/’ he went on genially, is my orderly, Hans. 
He has a good knowledge of fighting, public and 
. private. Pie v,dll act for me. So now I think mat- 
ters have been fairty well expatiated. Doctor, we 
are in your hands. Hans, forv/ard, fellow ! ” 

With a pride that fairly threatened to burst the 
frogs of his dolman, astonished Hans saluted and 
immediately stepped forward. 

The little Doctor took up tlie swords, compared 
them with great precision, balanced them in each 
hand, and finally held one out to Htos and presented 
the other to the Duke. 

The latter, with trembling fingers, had meanwhile 
J' bereft himself of his shirt, while his sullen eye care- 
fully scanned every detail of Count , Neuberg’s 
appearance and behaviour, lest he— Rochester — 
should disgrace himself by some least omission in 
this^ his first affair of honour. 

As he stepped after his second, the drag of his 
slippers struck him with its absurdity and its. dis- 
comfort, and with a half-muttered curse he sent them 
dying to the further end of the room, and then stood 
. gxipping the floor with silk-stockinged feet. 

“ Ah ! what is that ? ’’ said the Doctor, halting in 
his elaborate pacing. 

Neuberg, with a smile, divested himself upon the 
spot of his Hessians, and took Ms ground with a 
light dancing step, as if he deemed the innovation am 
. actiml improvement. ' 

I Dr. Theophilus Lehmann was as precise and exafb 
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in the placing of the combatants as he might be 
in that of a bandage. At last, after holding the 
points of their swords together for quite an appreci- 
able period, he stepped back wth a sacramental 





The Duke in the exasperation of the delay, felt 
his young heart thump in a perfect frenzy of inter- 
acdng passions, and was lost in dread lest the others 
should attribute to fear the agonised beating which 
must be visible under his naked ribs. 

And there they stood, these two admirable speci- 
mens of manhood : one in its first exquisite 3^outh- 
ful flower, the other in its perfect ripeness ; both 
handsome in their different st^des, both gallant, 
both the hope of a noble line — and each bent upon 
nothing less than destroying, if not life itself, at ,, 
least the symmetry of life in the other. 

'' Go ! ” said the little Doctor, and retired a pace, 
with voice and step measured to the neatest decorum, 
satisfied that he was conducting affairs as such 
affairs needed to be conducted. What, therefore, 
was his surprise and horror to see, on the word, 
his principal leap upon the antagonist like a wild 
beast let loose from his cage ; to see neither rule 
nor law of offence and defence regulate his slashing 
onslaught, but only the savage determination to 
cut, to wound, to maim, to kill. Before this as- 
sault in the light of nature the scientifically-ti'ained 
opponent had alternative but to fall back, guard- 
ing himself as best he might. 

The poor medical second ran hither and thither. 


ducking his dismay. 



Halt ! '' cried he, in despair ; 
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halt, sirs ! But all in vain, and he dared not 
interfere bodily where steel was smiting steel with 
such ferocious rapidity. 

Meanwhile the orderly, watching this scrimmage 
and noting his master's forced retreat, stood with a 
nervous grin stiffened upon his lips and with anxiety 
in his protruding eye. 

Presently Neuberg's left foot struck the limit of 
his space, and his endurance of his opponent's reck- 
less fury was exhausted. With Ms back against 
the wall, having felt that a blind cut he had failed 
to parry himself had only been stopped, just in time, 
by the wainscot behind him from laying his head 
open, seeing the Duke's baffled, livid face vdtMn an 
inch of his own, the officer, who certainly did not 
want to kill but merely to dispose somehow of a 
dangerous rival, and who had Mtherto refrained 
from striking in the midst of so tangled a fray, now 
thought that the moment had come. 

A push of his bare breast against the bare breast 
so close to it hurled the boy back a couple of paces ; 
then, mercifully avoiding the unguarded face, he 
drew his blade with one swift stroke along the out- 
stretched arm. 

'' Halt ! " screamed once more Dr. Theophilus 
Lehmann, now quite hoarse. 

“ No 1 " yelled Rochester, and waved Ms sword 
Mgh in the air ; but it instantly escaped Ms grasp, 
flew across the room, and crashed to the ground, 
carrying a couple of candlesticks with it. 

The defeated man wMried round upon Mmself as 
if seeking Msjiveapon. 



72 YOUNG APRIL. 

Thunder and lightning 1 cried Neuberg's stri- 
dent voice. There was the jangling clang of an- 
other sword flung away, and the Duke, finding the 
world grown suddenly dark, and cold, felt himself 
eaught up into the warm arms of liis adversary. 


t 


CHAPTER IX. 

After the clashing, the stamping, the shouting, 
. the crashing, the scuffing, there fell a wonderful 
stillness in the room. 

The Duke lay in a dead faint, with limp limbs 
supported on Neuberg's knee, and beautiful pallid 
head against his shoulder. 

.0 Dr. Theophiius Lehmann (reserving his comments 
qtia second for a later "Iperiod) was now nothing but 
the quiet surgeon, and, with spectacles firmly ad- 
justed, was selecting sundry instruments from his 
case. Under his direction, Hans, who had collected 
candles and had produced a sponge, knelt beside his 
master and grasped with both hands the slim white 
arm of the wounded man so as to keep the long lips 
of the cut together. And the Duke's good red 
blood was over them all. 

Na/' the Doctor was sa 3 ?ing, ** a dean cut with 
a clean weapon, that will be of itself a small matter. 
But his lordship the Duke seems of a nervous tem- 
perament, naturally high-strung — ^just now over- 
strung. So we will even do the stitching, which is 
rather a disagreeable process, before we call him 
back to consciousness. If it had been you, new. 
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my lord Count, I should have said the blood-letting 
would actually do you good. Can you hold the 
candle higher — just so ? '' and he bent over his work. 

There now came, with flutter and patter, some- 
one sighing and lamenting along the passage. There 
was a pause outside the door, a rustling, then a timid 
knock, 

Neuberg started, and spilt the candle-grease. 
The Doctor glanced up, just once ; his blue eye 
was severe, 

'' If you please,"' he said, for a few moments no 
one must move/' 

Oh, my God ! " said a weeping voice outside, 

what has happened ? Neuberg, are you there ? 

Yes, Eva,” answered the officer in unconsciously 
plaintive tones. 

'' Ah, heavens ! ” cried Eva. VlTiat a voice ! 
You are hurt — I can hear it ! Is it bad ? Is it 
dangerous ? Ah, my God ! why are you aU so still ? 
I thought your noise would have killed me, but 
this silence is worse, far worse ! Neuberg, for pity's 
sake, what- has happened ? My lord Duke ! my 
lord Duke ! MerciM God ! you have not killed 
that child ? ” 

The timid knock was now replaced by the batter- 
ing of two soft palms on the panel. 

Let me in — I will come in ! ” cried the lady. 
“ Let me in, you there ! You are not men, but 
monsters/' 

Eva, be quiet a moment, I implore you I " cried 
Neuberg, still unable, however, with the deathlike 
form in his arms, to give his voice its natural sound. 
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^ and perhaps not unwilling to test by this trial the 
real state of the lady's feelings. '' Nothing serious 
has occurred ; have a moment's patience, and you 
well be admitted." 

Ah, Neuberg/' sobbed she, “ you cannot put me 
off like this. Something dreadful is going on be- 
hind that door. I know it 1 Why does that poor 
child not answer ? " 

There was another pause, in which, from the 
scratching and rattling without, it was evident that 
the Prima Donna was endeavouring to look through 
the keyhole. This was followed by a wild scream. 

Oh, God ! I can see you. Oh, monsters ! assas- 
sins ! let me in, or I shall rouse the town I " 

. So," said Dr. Lehmann at length to Hans, tak- 
ing hold of the bandage-roll, I need trouble 
you no further, my good friend. Better go and 
tranquillise madame without ; she seems a little 
anxious. But keep her from ei\termg. This is 
hardly a sight for a lady. If you please, my lord 
^ Count, continue as you are for the moment." 

Hans cautiously unbolted the door and opened it 
a couple of inches as a preliminary to the prescribed 
soothing parley with the applicant outside. He 
might as well have attempted to keep the flood 
out once the sluice-gate was ajar. He was borne 
down flattened behind the swinging door, by ail 
the strength of the lady's vigorous frame and of her 
outraged emotions. With voluminous white drap- 
eries waving around her, she advanced upon the 
^ delinquents like some wild white bird flying to at- 
tack the enemies of its young. 
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“ Miscreants ! she cried, and pointed with a 
tragic finger ; “ I knew it 1 

At that instant the Duke sighed and opened Ms 
eyes, very dark in his wMte face. 

My dear madam/' said the Doctor, '' your 
womaMy anxiety honours you, but there is not the 
least, not the very least, cause for alarm. Our 
young friend, whom I have jnst^made quite com- 
fortabie, will be as well as ever in a few da^/s." 

'' My arm is burning like hell-fire/' murmured 
the Duke faintly, and siiifted Mmself in Neuberg's 
embrace. 

" Drink this Httle cordial/' said the Doctor, stoop- 
ing with a glass in his hand. 

I can hold it better," said Neuberg, who looked 
shame-faced, and avoided raising his eyes towards 
the object of Ms admiration ; but there was a grow- 
ing tenderness in Ms clasp of the wounded man. 

Eva Visconti purveyed them both for a second in 
silence. A smile relaxed the compression of her 
lips, there was a light in her eye that can best be 
described as that of the lust of nursing — the lust 
wMch God has implanted in the heart of woman. 

Here ! " said she, and could stand it no longer, 
but whisked her draperies over the red puddles on 
the iloor, knelt down beside the two, whipped the 
glass from Ns^uberg's hand, and, inserting her strong 
round arm at exactly the proper angle under the 
languid headf held the cordial to the Duke's lips. 

Angel 1 " said Neuberg, who reverently lifted a 
wisp of her hair and kissed it. 

** A' pretty time to choose, ! " said she, with light 
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^ scorn, over her shoulder. Leave the boy to me, 
and put a shirt on, for goodness* sake. As for you, 
little man — doctor, whatever you may be — had you 
not better see that the poor fellow's bed is ready for 
him and warmed ? He is as cold as death.** 

I perceive that Madame will make an admirable 
nurse/* said Theophiius Lehmann imperturbably: 
“"her suggestions are excellent.** He paused to take 
Ills patient* s pulse. A little more cordial, if you 
please, first, before we attempt to set him on his 
legs/* 

“ Hans, see about the bed/* said Neuberg. 

A little while later a remarkable procession might 
have been seen by any denizen of the inn, had not 
the landlord thought it expedient to keep curious 
inquirers from peering into what it might please a 
King's Equerry to conduct in rooms selected for 
himself and his party. It was advancing along the 
passage ; Hans, sedate and higMy-drffled, leading 
the way with a candle in each hahd ; : the eccentric 
postilion, in stockinged feet, yellow breeches, and 
^ with a lady’s mantle over his shirtless back, came 
next, evidently in a poor way, supported by the 
‘ pink and pattern of Health-Counseilors ; in the rear 
were the sky-blue and silver officer, and a splendid 
lady in semi-low attire. The officer was hanging 
his head, for the lady was scolding him soundly. 

“ You have reason to be proud of yourself,** she 
was saying ; this is a pretty feat, to have carved 
the child who did not know how to defend himself. 
Oh, he knew how to attack, did he ? Little wonder, 
after your behaviour on the road 1 You were mad 


I. 
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with love ? Oh, of course, that could not fail — aU 
the crimes you men commit are committed under 
the name of love ; it is enough to make a poor 
woman dread the very sound of the word. You 
had to give the young man satisfaction ? Natu- 
rally! And a' pretty satisfaction enough to keep 
him in bed for a week ! And talking of bed, I 
shall be thankful when I have tucked up the lad." 

You ? " said Neuberg, with a deep note of dis- 
approving surprise. 

Yes, I myself, sir. Now look here, Neuberg, I 
am going to nurse that child, let you or any one 
say what you like." 

Thus did the Duke, of Rochester's first day of 
his month of liberty draw to its conclusion. As he 
fell asleep at length, worn out between fatigues of . 
body and of mind, between the pain of liis wound 
and the fever of his re-creating blood, his last vision 
was a silhouette of Eva Visconti's shapely form 
thrown against the wall in magnificent proportions 
by the night-light she was trimming. The last 
sound was the tread of Neuberg's restless feet pacing 
the passage outside his room. 


CHAPTER X. 

The wound/' said Dr. Theophilus Lehmann, is 
progressing very nicely — ^very nicely indeed. Na, 
when blood is pure and young it is permissible to 
have it run so hot." 

Rochester, although scarce able to lift a finger, 
stiff to helplessness from his violent exertions of the 
previous day, lay back among his pillows wrapped 
.# in Neuberg’s finest linen. There v/ae .a smile upon 
his lips, and a curious glad serenity about his heart. 
Had he not broken his fast by a draught of divine 
, nectar, held to his lips by the loveliest hand ? 
Grosser mortals might have called the beverage 
‘‘ coffee ” ; but he, who had seen it mixed by a god- 
dess, knew better. Nectar it was. The same hand 
had buttered a roll for him, and the little slaps of 
the knife had sounded as sweet as so many deliberate 
kisses, and before carrying over the plate to him 
she had absently munched a slice herself. This had 
been the last touch needful to perfect the ambrosial 
savour of his repast. 

Besides the exquisite novelty of the situation, it 
was beyond words delightful to feel one's -self the 
sole object of a beautiful woman's solicitude. 

^ She had come in upon his first waking moments 
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with a stream of, sunlight, it seemed, and in his 
room she and the sunlight grew a brighter presence 
together every instant. 

With the instinct of a born nurse, she had chosen 
to clothe herself in a soft stuff gown that made no 
rustle and was of a tender restful colour. He was 
too young yet to woman’s ways to notice this, but 
the effect produced upon him as she moved from 
place to place was ineffably soothing and satisfying. 
She had rolled his bandages, she had washed his 
face with pei'fumed water, and he had kissed her 
hand each time it passed his lips, and she had re- 
buked him each time with a tap .that was as good 
as a caress. She had brushed his hair with an ivory 
brush scented from her own locks. Once when she 
leant over him to shake his pillows he had rested 
his cheek against her lovely and tender bosom— -that 
was a moment to treasure for ever. 

After all this, there could have been no room in 
his mind for any rancour, even if the honest fight 
itself had not sufficed to wipe all spite away, and if 
rancour itself could have existed in his generous 
heart under the breezy geniality of his yesterday’s 
foe. They had exchanged a grasp of good-fellow- 
ship: Neuberg’s right to Rochester’s left hand. 
And as Eva installed herself at the patient’s bedside 
with a roll of filmy white knitting in her hand, 
Rochester could see without any displeasure that 
Neuberg seemed disposed to bear her company. 

In this charming atmosphere he fell asleep, to 
sleep the profotmd sleep of the tired man whose 
mind is at peace. 
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When he came to consciousness once more there 
was a sound of low voices in earnest altercation at 
the window behind him. Between after-dreams 
and waking, he lay still and listened. 

“ Now, Neuberg/' said the woman's voice in a 
decided whisper, “ if you cannot control yourself, 
out you must go. I will not have our bargain 
broken in this manner, nor my patient awakened." 

It is impossible 1 " answered the man's voice in 
vehement tones, none the less impressive because 
constrained. “ That was a bargain no man with 
blood in his veins could hope to keep. Eva, is it 
no use ? " 

No," echoed she ; you know it cannot be of • 
any use. Heigh'-ho 1 " she pursued, “ if he were 
but a little of your way of thinking, what a happy 
woman I should be ! " 

But as it is," cried the man, we are aU miser- 
able ! Do you think, Eva, that .if he. cared for you 
I would ever attempt to cross his path,, if there was 
even the remotest chance of his ever being in love 
with you ? But he will never love any woman half 
as well as his own liberty. Liberty has been his 
bride for all the years of his manhood — she is ever 
the young and the beautiful to him. You and I, my 
dearest, would like something more substantial for 
a partner ; but we live on a different plane from 
our old Spencer. He swims in a sort of middle 
region, between heaven and earth. We, my Beau- 
Sourire, are of the earth, earthy. Why waste your 
exquisite youth, your strength ior joy, sighing for 
the unattainable ? Listen, Eva, my Eva I — ^he is as 
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she, “ then you will understand how it is tnat l 
must love on, since I have thrown my love before 
him, even though it be hopeless. Or, rather, that 
love is never hopeless.” 

So deeply interested was Rochester in this mys- 
terious discourse that he shifted himself gently on 
his pillows in such a fashion that over the head of 
his wooden bed he could now watch the speakers. 

Eva was sitting at the open window, Neuberg was 
kneeling at her feet, holding both her hands. On 
the face of each were stamped grief and longing. 

Outside it was raining — a sudden April shower. 
But all at once, across the driving spray, there 
slanted a ray of gold which fell on Eva’s face, and 
forthwith, with a smile, she softly broke into a song, 
a snatch of melody as inconsequent as light and as 
plaintive as a bird’s. And as she sang two tears 
gathered in her eyes and brimmed over. 

With a sort of cry Neuberg seized her round the 
waist and kissed the heavy drops from each cheek. 
She suffered him with a sad gentleness ; then he 
sprang up and stamped his foot. 

“ Oh, Eva ! Eva ! " cried he, ” how sweet those 
tears would taste had they been shed for me, but 
now how bitter salt they lie upon my lips ! ” 

“ Hush ! ” she said, glanced round, and saw the 
Duke’s dark eyes, just clear of the pillowcase, watch- 
ing her fixedly. She burst out laughing. 

“ Look at the boy.” she said ; “ he is ready to 
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^ devour jrou ! There, there, I must not make am 
bad blood to-day, or the little Doctor will scold/' 

She tripped over to the bed, and with a deft 
twist re-established the patient properly on his 
pillow, tucking in the disordered bedclothes. Then, 
stooping, she kissed -him with a chirp that rang 
heartily through the room. 

There 1 she said. 

Which was the blacker, Rochester's face or Neu- 
•berg's ? She looked from one to the other and 
naarked their scowl. 

You men are all alike, big and little/' she said. 

Eva," said Neuberg, gravely, it is when you 
do such things as this that you give food to the evil 
tongues that wag about you/'. 

¥* '' Heavens ! " cried she, and shrugged her shoul- 

ders ; what is a poor woman to do ? Since I may 
give so much pleasure at so little cost, why not ? " 

“ That is a maxim," said he, and his brow was 
thunder-black, his voice rasping, that might be 
pushed far " 

You know best," she retorted hotly, how far/* 
She flounced out of the room, and, good nurse as 
she was, slammed the door behind her. 

'' What does it aU mean ? " said the Duke, pain- 
fully excited. 

'' It means," said Neuberg, who flung himself into 
a chair, ‘‘ that, for all that, she is as straight as a die. 
But it means also that I am the most miserable do^:; 
on earth," 

He buried his face in his hands and groaned sc 
bitterly that the Duke felt quite sorry for him. 
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Rochester lay silent for a time while Neuberg 
clutched his hair with despairing fingers, and the 
very room grew dark once more. The rain was 
again pattering outside. 

Gone was sweet placidity, fond memories obliter- 
ated by a cruel kiss of indifference. Bitter, too, 
was the knowledge that there was a favoured he. 
An irritating curiosity concerning this mysterious 
person, whom even the fiery Neuberg named with 
loving admiration, began to agitate his soul. 

Who is he ? said the Duke, in a solemn voice, 
following the train of his thoughts. Wlio is it 
that she loves ? ” 

Neuberg leaped up and came to sit at the end 
of the bed. 

Ah ! said he, his face flushing, " who is he in- 
deed ? Why, it is no less a one than Michael Spencer 
— ^my own best friend. If you come to the Capital, as 
I suppose you intend to do, then you shall know him, 
and your life be the richer ever afterwards. Mean- 
while, what can I teU you ? He is an Englishman, 

like you But Neuberg's eye, measuring the 

boyish figure, sdd as plainly as speech, '' Yet how 
unlike you ! He is a man perhaps of thirty-five, 
who has travelled much all over the world, has had, 

I know, more adventures than we shall ever hear 
of. His past is mysterious. He is, in a way, a 
cosmopolitan. He has been a doctor. When I 
first knew him, he was a professor of philosophy 
at the ' University of Bologna, where I was in 
garrison.'" 

** I know the name of Spencer,"" said the Duke 
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coldly ; we have an Earl Spencer in England, and 
perhaps half a dozen county families of the name. 
What particular family does your eccentric friend 
claim idnship with ? His lip curled a little as he 
spoke. 

Claim kinship 1 He ! cried Neuberg. I wish 
he heard you. He claim pride in such things as 
birth or title ! 

“ But, Count Neuberg,"' said the Duke, lifting 
himself or>. his sound elbow with intensest surprise, 
surely of all the legitimate sources of pride. 


I f 

II 


Yes, yes," broke in the officer, we know all 
that — that may be very well for you or me. Spencer 
is himself, and can be nothing more." 

There was a silence, and the Duke looked musingly 
at his interlocutor. 

I came across him again," said Neuberg, two 
years ago, in Vienna. After that our friendship 
sprang up. That is the way with him : one is drawn 
to him in spite of one's self. Wherever he goes, the 
best youth of the country gathers around him. But 
he is too erratic to remain long in one place, too 
independent to stand the tedium of settled occupa- 
tion. The intellect of a philosopher, the tastes of a 
poet, the instinct of a rover," continued Neuberg, 
waxing warm in his loyal enthusiasm. Wise be- ' 
yond words — ^in theory. To hear him speak, you 
would think of a Socrates reincarnated, with the best 
of Plato, and a dash of St. Paul ; but when it comes 
to practicability ” — Neuberg threw back his head, 
and laughed gently at some recollections — you 
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find, bless him ! that the soaring philosopher is only 
the pearl of good fellows after all. His reputation 
for wisdom has preceded him here ; now he is at 
the Court of our King, who is a great reformer, 
and whom he condescends to assist with advice 
on many questions interesting to a reforming 
King/' 

The Duke looked and felt puzzled, sour, and withal 
incredulous. 

“ And so," said he, after a long pause, '' Eva 
Visconti loves this anomaly ? " 

“ Yes, Eva loves him," echoed Neuberg, beginning 
to pace the room, while his voice rang with a tone 
half bitter, half sweet. And, as you have heard, 
she makes no secret of it all. She loves him, poor 
soul I as generously and compietel}^ as she does all 
things. And how could she help it ? Who could 
blame her ? It was passion at first sight — ^the very 
day I introduced him to her. You ought to feel 
flattered, young man," added Neuberg, halting be- 
fore the bed again, “ that she should remain here to 
nurse you in this way, for it was to be near him 
again that she hurried on her journey in this 
way." 

Ay, the postilion remembered the fair traveller's 
unreasonable impatience to proceed. And she de- 
layed to nurse him ! 

It was the first time that he realised the fact, 
and the fact was most gratifying to realise. A 
shade of gloom began to lift from his brow. 

‘‘ Do you think," said he, after a little pause, 
with a new anxiety in Ms accent — '' are you. .) certain 
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^ that yonr friend will not love her in return ? She is 

^ very beatitiM, very captivating 

Neuberg's lip shot the most good-humonred 
scorn. 

What a clever fellow you must be/' he cried, to 
discover all that at once ! But there, never fret I 
Michael Spencer is no more for her than she is for 
me — or for you either, all Duke as you are. There 
is the farce and tragedy of life for you ! Michael 
love Eva 1 Spencer in love with any woman liv- 
ing ? No, no. I should wish it in my heart other- 
wise for her, though I believe it would break my 
heart. But it will not be — ^that dreamy, roving 
bird has lived free so long that it will never mate 
now. If Spencer ever loves, it will have to be 
M some strange being created to match himself, 
some quite impossible creature, more than half 
goddess, wholly grande dame. But Eva is a very 
child of nature. Eva was made for such as myself,” 
he added, and struck his palm with his clenched 
hand. But, alas 1 she will not see it, and all the 
salt of my life seems to be gone out of it for the 
sheer want of her.” 

What are you talking of ? ” said Eva, popping 
« her head in at the door. '' Tra la la lira 1 See the 
sun ? ” She was smiling. Both looked back at her 
with a reflection of her own brightness^ That is 
right,” she went on ; ‘‘ good boys again ! Do you 
know what I have done ? Why, written and sent 
a billet-doux to the little precise Doctor — is a 
gem, that little Doctor !— asking him to sup with 
us to-night. I have ordered such a supper, my 
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children ! I went down to the cook myself ; he 
has lost his heart to me. He will cook con mnors.” 

The room was again flooded with sunshine, and 
Eva lifted her glorious voice and sang like a happy 
thrush. 


CHAPTER XI. 


'' By the way/' said Eva, suddenly dropping from 
a wonderful high note to her natural speaking voice, 
there is a friend of yours, my Duke, asldng for 
you downstairs/' 

The Duke's face went white. 

Is it/' said he, in a strangled voice — “ is it a 
stout man in clerical black ? Oh, for Heaven's 
sake do not let him up 1 " 

He gripped the bedclothes nervously with his left, 
hand, as if ready to dive under their protecting 
shades. 

“ Ho, ho ! " said Neuberg ; now we are going 
to have a little mystery unravelled. And who might 
the stout gentleman in clerical black be ? " 

From white, the Duke turned poppy red. Was 
the aspirant to Eva Visconti's favours, the rival of 
a dashing Life-Guardsman, and his opponent in' a 
duel for Mfe or death, to be exposed to derision by 
a schoolboy's tutor ? 

Eva saw his discomfiture. 

Come," said she, I won't have my new ad- 
mirer plagued. It is only my truant servant, and 
your brother postilion. You gave him rendezvous. 
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so he says, at the Capital ; but, halting here for in- | . 
quiries and refreshments on the road, he learnt that 
we were still in the house. I was in the kitchen, 
you know ; I heard his voice, and pounced out on i 

him. (I gave him a pretty soaping, I promise you !) !; 

He has brought your portmanteau, and a story to • 
tell you about it, and is clamorous for certain yel- 
low breeches, and a green coat, and a hat with , 
pretty plaits, and for his little boots.” 

She pointed with the daintiest of toes to the two 
depressed leather monstrosities in the corner. ; 

" Let us have the fellow up, by all means,” said 
Neuberg, with joyful anticipation. t 

The Duke’s countenance, which had cleared con- 
siderably, once more fell. 

" I think,” said he, “ if you do not mind, it might j 

be as well if I saw the man in private. We have a ' 

little business arrangement " 

Both Eva and Neuberg interrupted uproariously. 

" Ah, but not at all,” cried she ; “ my post is at 
your bedside.” 

"And,” said, Neuberg, "your escapade, Duke, 
has so veiy nearly been a tragedy for all of us that 
you ought not to grudge us a little fun now.” 

“ I told the man, in fact,” said the Prima Donna, 

“ to follow up in a few minutes, and here he comes.” 

Tramping feet were heard approaching ; they 
halted outside the door, and then came the loud 
knock of shy rusticity. 

“ Come in,” said the Duke faintly ; and in walked 
Niklaus. ^ 

•He halted, abashed at sight of the company, de- ^ 
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posited the portmanteau he was carrying, scratched 
a salute with leg and hand, and stood grinning. 

You have brought some of my luggage ? said 
Rochester. Thank you ; that is well Count 
Neuberg, would you be good enough to give me 
the pocket-book you will find in the drawer of the 
' table • 

With “'permission/'' said the man, clearing Ms 
throat, ** I brought the portmanteau as your lord- 
ship bade me. I went to your lordship's servant 
with the bit of a note your lordship gave me—na, 
that is a chap after my own heart ! We could talk 
little, but good souls understand each other, I told 
him,” pursued Niklaus archly, as, encouraged by 
the genial smiles of his whilom mistress and of the 
jf" handsome officer, he warmed to his subject — '' I 
told him your honour had something very particular 
to say to a lady. And this Johann, he was quite 
pleased to hear it, and pointed out the old gentle- 
man's window and winked, and put his hand to his 
nose — saving your presence, this way, gracious lady 
— and could not laugh enough that your lordsMp 
should so do the old gentleman. Weil, Johann 
packed your lordship's clothes which I gave him, 
and I took the portmanteau into the town.” 

Katie must have been charmed to see you,” 
said the Duke, who was beginning to recover his 
spirits, as the dangerous ground seemed successfully 
tided over. 


Niklaus's grin extended to inconceivable limits, 
and he gave a bashful shuffie. 
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an acquaintance of mine in the hotel came to see 
me, and told me fine tales. First, that the Heir 
Pastor, when he found that your honour had gone, 
he was bad enough, but when your letter came he 
was like one demented. Ludwig knows a little 
English, and he says he never heard such language 
as that old gentleman used — ^never ! He sent for 
the landlord and ah the servants, and accused them 
of conniving. I was glad to be out of the way. 
And then he says, it seems. ' Send for the pohce, 
and get my travelling chaise ready immediately.’ 

‘ Right,’ sa 3 ^ the landlord. But when he comes with 
his bill! tbe old gentleman goes as red and white as 
beetroot and horse radish. And he has not a gi'oat 
—notone. Ha, ha! For it seems your- lordship 
had carried off purse, passport, and everjdliir^. 

Eva and Neuberg exchanged a glance, and then 
fixed their eyes upon the Duke. 

“ Really,” said Eva, “ you axe a promising young 

man.” „ , , „ 

“ It was very neat,” said Neuberg ; “but hardly, 
perhaps, moral oi: kind.” 

“ Oh,” said the Duke haughtily, I shall make it 
all up to him sdme day. But if you knew what I 
have suffered through that intolerable old ass 
He is my — ^my chaplain,” he went on loftily, under 
a happy inspiration; “but he presumed upon his 
position in the most unwarrantable manner. If I 
had left him any money,” continued the Duke, 
blushing, “he would have been after me hke a 
bloodhound. The only way to be rid of him was to 
aijchor him. He is in perfectly comfortable quarters. 


k 
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and has only got to wait till I pick him up again, 
or till a fresh remittance reaches him from home/" 
His hearers laughed, not in the least convinced 
by the young man's magnificent airs ; but a tutor 
is legitimate sport all the world over. 

“ You will go far, my friend," said Eva. Well, 
Nildaus, what happened, next ? " 

Oh, then, gracious lady, the landlord got very 
angry~he has a hot head, has the landlord— and 
he said the old gentleman wanted to swindle him, 
and that he would want the police himself. And 
when he found out that your honour's luggage had 
already gone, he said that neither Johann, nor the 
horses, nor the luggage, nor the Pastor himself 
should stir a foot outside the hotel till the bill was 
paid. And the pastor had to speak very meek 
and humble before he could be pacified. And Lud- 
wig said that the chambermaid told him that when 
she brought him his supper the poor gentl’eman was 
weeping." 

Oh ! oh 1 oh ! " cried Eva ; /" does not your 
conscience prick you, you little inonster ? " 

Oh, pooh 1 " said the Duke ; he will be the 
first to forgive me. He knows which side his bread 
is buttered.'" Then he looked at Eva's dimpling 
mouth. I regret nothing," he said. 

The postilion received a further gratuity, recog- 
nised with delight, and folded his own clothes, and 
finally departed, hugging them fondly to his breast, 
apparently inhaHng their well-known savour with 
rapture. 








CHAPTER XII, 


“ Does he not look pretty ? ” said Eva, stepping 
back a pace. 

Rochester had insisted upon rising for the supper 
party. And as not all the Doctor’s science could 
find a trace of. fever in the pulse, the resolution 
had been passed that the very scene of the fray 
should be the scene of the feast. 

“ The friendly Juice of the grape shall circle now 
where the angry blood lay red,” said the little 
Doctor, and laughed genially at his conceit. He 
had made himself exceedingly smart for the occa- 
sion, with his best black suit and silver buckles 
that glinted again, and’ a satin stock of the very 
first quality. 

But it was not to him that Eva’s admiration 
pointed, nor yet to Neuberg, though tins latter 
looked spruce and handsome and gallant enough. 

Rochester had kept the little party waiting, and 
Hans, the orderly, alone had assisted at the mys- 
teries of a toilet that waS’ destined to create a new 
and splendid impression, to remove an old and sordid 
one. When at 4ast — postilion turned into dandy 
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of the first water — ^the tardy guest stood upon the 
threshold and looked in upon them, half shyly, half 
victoriously, ail three were surprised by the graceful 
apparition and remained staring at him a moment 
or two in silence. 

Does he not look pretty ? ’’ cried Eva then. 

And, indeed, with, the slender elegance of hip and 
thigh set oft by the most exacting cut of an English 
tailor, with knee and anlde gleaming beneath meshes 
of close-drawn silk, with his wounded arm in its 
white ruftled shirt-sleeve slung in a purple scarf, the 
pallor of his invalid state heightening the original 
refinement of his countenance and throwing into 
stronger relief the depth of his brown eyes and the 
pale glory of his hair, the Duke of Rochester was 
as pretty a specimen of English youth as one could 
hope to see ail the world over. 

"'Gome, come!” cried the Prima Donna; ""I 
am dying of hunger. It is as much as I have been 
able to do to resist drinking out: of the soup-ladle. 
Doctor, sit you on my right. You, Mr. Postilion, 
come here to my left, and I will cut your dinner 
for you so nicely that you will not regret the little 
accident which deprived you of your right arm. 
Nuberg, my friend, sit opposite to me, and you can 
dream that you are doing the honours of my table. 
Oh, dear, what a good soup 1 ** 

Even if her three guests had not been already in 
the best possible frame of mind, it would have been 
impossible to resist such Qpen-hearted gaiety. The 
champagne foamed in the beakers, the rims touched 
with musical ring. 
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“ May all affairs of honour be like this one ! ” 
cried Eva, and drank. 

“ With your permission,” said the Doctor, beaming 
in the unwonted delight of such company and such 
entertainment— “ with your permission, most fair 
and gracious lady, one could scarcely wish all hon- 
ourable encounters to be conducted quite so irregu- 
larly, however charming it would be if they could 
ull conclude in this harmony — eh ? Ah, my lord 
Duke, if yours be the English fashion of duelling, 
I trust I can never be called upon to be second again 
to countryman of yours. Positively, my dear 
Madam, I saw the moment when they both would 
be cleft upon each other’s swords, and that in de- 
fiance of any known custom, rule, canon or law of 
the art ! ” 

“ Oh, goodness ! ” interrupted Eva, and tapped 
the speaker with her knuckles ; " be quiet. Doctor I 
I do not want to hear another word about it. Did 
I not have enough of it, listening to them carrying 
on like wild cats over my head ? And, 0 Loid ! 
what I endured when, all of a sudden, everything 
was quiet as the grave. And none of you would 
have the politeness to answer me, or let me in. 
No, Neuberg, not another word about it — all’s well 
that ends weE; that is enough. ' Here, give me 
that salad, and I will toss it. Fill your enemy a 
glass, if the Doctor will allow.” 

“ Moderation, moderation,” said the doctor. 
“Na, I do not hold with such of my colleagues as 
recommend low feeding after loss of blood. Nature 
must be stim\ilated ; but ” 
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Then let us stimulate her by all means/' said 
, Eva. '' A slice of ham for the patient, for to-morrow 
I carry him oS, bones and baggage/' 

Her face radiated joy. Neuberg smiled at her, in 
curious sympathy with those very feelings which 
made his misfortune. 

Nay, but/' said the man of medicine, the 
wound must be looked to for many days yet." 

And It shall be looked to," said the lady. “ We 
have a doctor for him, a doctor as good as you — and 
give him higher praise," she added, laughing, “ we 
could not. Will you not come with us to-morrow, 
little Duke? and I promise you that I will roll 
your bandages for you every day." 

" Oh," said the boy, to the end of the world 
^ for such a bribe, I am only sorry," he added, turn- 
ing to Neuberg, “ that you did not deal a little 
harder with me when you went about it, for I fear 
this trifling scratch will be well all but too soon." 

** Faith ! " said Neuberg, " it is indeed you who 
have scored, you young dog. If 1 had had half my 
wits about me, I would have let you get in one of 
your neat little strokes. Oh, Eva," he pursued, 
and looked languishingly across the table, ‘*what 
exquisite moments I have missed ! " 

" I think," said the Doctor quaintly, that if our 
young friend had come in with one of these neat 
little strokes, as you call them, there would have 
been no more measuring of time for you, my lord 
Count. Ail you, madam, could have done would 
have been to put flowers on the grave of a most 
gallant gentleman." 

I 
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'' Doctor, you are a monster i baiu 
wiU make me weep. Who can talk of ^aves with ^ 

Hfe before one ? Long live hfe, say I. I mil have 
no more talk about fighting or killing, I tell you ; 
it is aU to be good fellowship for the future. And, 
after all, out of evil good may come, and from ; 
the silly quarrel of two silly young men has sprung, ' 
I hope, a wise friendship-not to speak, she 
added graciously, “ of the pleasure of the acquamt- | 
ance of such a person as yourself. , 

The little Doctor smirked ; his eye lingered on ^ 
his neighbour with an admiration that the newly- 
wedded little flaxen housewife at home might reason- . 
ably have found objectionable. _ . i 

Certainly,*' thought he to himself, these fair ' 
votaries of Thespis are dangerous creatures. They , 
have a way with them, a way which is not to be | 

denied/* . . t * x > 

“ Gentlemen,” cried Neuberg, nsing from his seat, 

« a toast 1 a toast ! I drink to the most beautiful 
woman in the world and the divinest singer-our 
Prima Donna, Eva Beau-Sourire ! ” , , 

“ Hip 1 hip I cried the Duke in his clear boy s 

Hurrah!” piped the Doctor knowingly, and 
put down his beaker empty. 

An hour before noon the next day, beneath a fair 
spring sky, exquisite blue, with only a dapple of 
white and gray, under a skurrying, mischievous wmd, 
there issued forth from the courtyard of the loU 
House Inn a iovous little band of travellers : Count 
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Neuberg, once more the Guardsman point-de-vice, 
circling on his blood mare, and followed by dapper 
Hans ; the chaise that had witnessed such odd 
scenes, drawn by the bay and brown in spanking 
vigour after their long rest, and shining with com 
and currying ; on the near saddle a grinning Niklaus. 
Then, m the gloom of the coach, Eva — a jewel in 
grimy setting — and Rochester beside her, still 
adorned with becoming wanness, smiling with the 
pleasant consciousness of having, after all, the best 
of the bargain — as indeed he had. 

Off went the party, to the great admiration of aU 
beholders, while the stable hens fluttered screaming 
on every side, and the stable-dog barked fiercely 
and wagged a friendly tail. Dr. Theophilus Leh- 
mann stood under the lintel of the hotel-door to see 
them off. Eva's little handkerchief fluttered fare- 
well to him all the way up the street ; he waved 
in return a superfine yellow bandana. Then, when 
they had passed the Frontier Bridge, and the stable- 
men had sloped back to their work, and the hens, 
clucking satisfaction, resumed their search for grain 
among the stones, the little Doctor, with a smile 
and a sigh, turned to take up once more his daily 
round. 







Eva beguaed the road with laughter ana wnxi bong. 
But as the shades began to thicken, the mists to 
rise the hour of arrival to approach, she grew pen- 
sive and gradually feU into silence and stillness 
Rochester was not sorry for the opportumty to 
feed in quiet upon his own reflections, and let Ins 
fancy play with visions of aU the unknown expen- 
ences that awaited him within the walls, of yonder 
Capital Moreover, it was exquisite to lie back and 
feel the sweetness of his travelling-companion’s pres- 
ence permeate his being, to steep himself, as it were, 
in a reality which already exceeded in dehght las 
most fantastic dream. _ , . . 

Within an appreciable distance ot the town, 
Neuberg‘s voice, announcing that he intended to 
start ahead, broke in upon their reverie. The cusp 
canter of their escort’s hors« rose a Ettle while 
above the sound of their own bowhng coach, and 
was swaEowed up in the distance before them. ^ 
Soon darkness closed fully ; the chiU of the night 
and the weariness of the long day was upon them. 
Then lights glimmered, silhouettes of tall houses 
reared themselves darkly, the horses’ hoofe rang 
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■upon the stone pavements, the chaise rattled in 
streets — ^this was the Capital. 

Eva^ now leaned forward, lowered her window, 
and gazed eagerly out, as if every passer-by must 
needs wear the face she looked for, or every house 
at least set forth the light of his lamp. 

It seemed, even at this dull hour, between the 
business of the day and night, a busthng, cheerful, 
well-to-do place. The main streets were crowded : 
smart soldiers went by, outrageous swaggering 
students, tripping servant-maids with bare arms and 
neat aprons, comfortable fathers that cast vast 
shadows on the pavement as they passed the street- 
lamps escorting their wives and families to some 
place of amusement. Open cafes, mirror-bright 
^ within, disgorged the surplus of their tables on to 
the pavement. As they drove along, broken strains 
of music, the clinking of glasses, the laughter of 
cheerful and tliirsty souls, resounded; in their ears, 
and was lost again. By and by they entered a 
quieter and more aristocratic » quarter of the town, 
crossed a deserted square, where everything seemed 
already asleep for the night under the guardianship 
of the budding lime-trees ; passed . an admirable 
church, fretted and chiselled, with slender upspring- 
ing shafts, mysterious with sombre recesses, rows of 
windows sending gleams of ruby but into the night, 
the grave voice of the organ pouring through the 
swing-doors on the hurried entrance of some belated 
worshipper. 

The chaise now turned abruptly into a side-street, 

. ^ bordered by rows of trees and high, silent houses. 





CHAPTER XIV. 

** Welcome, Duke 1 said Neuberg. 

To a boy of Rochester’s age, the favour of an older 
and more experienced man, of a man for whom he 
entertains admiration, is almost as gratifying as that 
of a woman. The chilling impression of Eva’s un- 
wonted mood and of her careless farewell was in- 
stantly removed by the heartiness of this greeting. 

He glanced round his host’s homely sitting-room 
with a sense of well-being, yet of surprise, for the 
place was almost Spartan in its simplicity : curiously 
different from anything that his English fancy might 
sketch as the home of a smart young Guaidsman, 
much less a Royal Equerry. It was a long, low- 
ceiled room, with three windows looking upon the 
yet unknown square, draped only by scant white 
lace curtains ; the floor of boards, thickly glazed 
wi£h yellow ochre paint, was carpeted beneath a 
large central table with a square of brilliant drugget ; 
the walls were innocent of decoration but for a rack 
filled with an extraordinary array of meerschaum 
pipes, two handsome regulation sabres crossed under 
an embroidered sabretache, and an enormous patch 
of sky-blue cloak hanging behind the door. The 
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furniture was reduced to the strict maximum of six 
horsehair chairs and a sofa, considerab y mdented m 
the middle, notwithstanding its uninviting texture. 

The centre table was spread for supper with a 
coarse but spotless, cloth. The knives were horn- 
handled ; two covered tankards, filled with a foaming 
and genCTOUS measure of beer, were flanked y a 
Zrd oi bread. Hans, girded with a white apron, 
Ls in the act of placing symmetrically behind these 
a soup-tureen which gave forth an appetising odour 

of cabbage and good broth. . , . , , , . 

“ You must be starving,” said iNeuberg. 
deed with that unknown savour in his nostrils, the 
Duke found that hunger was what ailed him most 
for the moment. “ Your bedroom is next door, 
and Hans has already unpacked for you. Once 
more, Rochester, welcome. I shall be glad to feel 
myself your host for as long as you wiU call yourseH 

“TS^oLer. as he spoke, made a little bow. He 
did the honours of his bare house with as courteous 

a grace as if it had been a palace. _ 

A few minutes later the two sat opposite to each 
other, each bending over a thick soup-plate, and 
nothing was heard but the play of spoons and a 

^ T'-u- Tr»..l'..A lar+.tia ndfid for the nonce, could not 
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he echoed Neuberg's sigh of satisfaction when the 
last spoonful had been disposed of. 

Ah ! said the officer, who took a lengthy pull 
at the tankard, and wiped his lips with further gusto, 

if only Spencer were here now, what a jolly party 
we should be ! I half thought he would have come 
to see me to-night ; 1 left a message for him as I 
rode by. Here, Hans, cut up that sausage for my 
lord Duke/' 

The Duke's tongue was as eager to taste the un- 
accustomed flavours as his boyish fancy was to dis- 
cover the unaccustomed scenes. The very oddness 
of them added to their charm. To drink .the amber 
beer out of lidded tankards was in itself an experi- 
ence delightful after the ponderous course of vin- 
tages he had been systematically put through under 
the Smiley guardianship. 

After supper the guest was installed in the hollow 
of the arm-chair sofa, declining to smoke himself, 
but watching with amusement the selection, the 
filling with Canaster (out of a green majolica cab- 
bage — ominous form !), and the careful lighting of 
an immense meerschaum pipe. 

Very soon his host' became enveloped in a pungent 
doud, which, if hardly fragrant to the Duke's delicate 
nostrils, was yet grateful to Ms feelings as part of 
the new atmosphere. 

Neuberg, now seated cross-legged on one of the 
narrow chairs, now pacing the room with clicking 
spurs, hands beMnd his back, entered upon a most 
conversational mood. 

When I have had my smoke," said he, I shall 
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take you to Spencer, to get those bandages of yours 

set right for the night.” _ 

" Does your friend practise medicine here . 

asked the Duke. „ 

“ He practises,” said Neuberg, with a shrug, as 
much as he ever practised. You must know, Roches- 
ter, that a regular physician, looking at tongues and 
feeling pulses for a fee, he never was.^ Fancy ^Spen- 
cer running for the fine lady’s iriorning megrim, or 
for the Comicillor’s evening indigestion— ha ! ha. 
Preposterous ! He will be bound to nothing but his 
own mood. If you think that he would accept as 
much as house-room in the Palace, you are mistaken. 
But the King professes to like originality, and it is 
his fad just now to try and collect about him intel- 
lectual people, The King,” pursued the officer re- 
flectively, and his alert blue eyes clouded with 
thought — “ the King seems at a white-heat of en- 
thusiasm for his adviser — long may it last ! for 
while it lasts it must do good. V/e shaU have to 
introduce you to him to-morrow, I think you will 
like His Majesty. By the way, not a word about 
the duel, mind you ! True, we had it over the bor- 
der but His Majesty has a score of edicts about 
private dueffing, and juries of honour, and Marshals’ 
courts, and it will not do to flaunt it about that I, 
his own Equerry, drew my sword without his special 
sanction. It is one of his Httlc foibles to like to have 
n finp-er in most people’s pies — ^and when Kings have 
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I if you please, that you have had a tumble from your 
horse, Mr. Postilion/' 

Rochester assented briefly. There fell a pause, 
while his host scraped the ashes out of his pipe and 
polished the bowl on his sleeve. Then Rochester 
broke the silence with a question : 

'' How comes it/' he asked, that you, an Aus-» 
trian, are in this alien service ? " 

Neuberg shrugged his shoulders. 

Oh, we are nothing, in this country, if not on 
the Imperial model," he made answer. I was in 
the Life Guards at Vienna, a body which His Maj- 
esty, on his accession visit, had specially admired, 

and " he smiled suddenly. /Mn short," he 

rattled on, “ the King here wanted someone to com- 
S mand his Trabans with suitable dash and gallantry, 
and I was the man, you see. On his side, His Im- 
perial Majesty, wishing to be pleasant, was willing 
to have me seconded. I accepted the post. Eva 
had an engagement in Milan ; I did not care so 
much to stop in Vienna; and, of course, I never 
rested till I got Spencer here too. And there you 
have the story." 

After another pause, he went on : 

Then, you see, nothing could keep poor Eva. 
As soon as her engagement was terminated at La 
Scala, she managed to secure another almost im- 
mediately here — ^much to my regret." 

“ Why," cried Rochester — why should you re- 
gret it ? " 

** Eh ? " rejoined Neuberg ; and then laughed 
^ and echoed, “ Why indeed ? Well, what say you 
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io8 YOUNG APRIL, 

to a little walk as tar as our philosopher’s lair be- 
fore we think ot sleep ? ” 

The two young men crossed the empty square, 
skirted the railings of what, as the otEcer informed 
his companion, was the Palace courtyard, passed 
sentries who saluted the Guardsman with alacrity, 
a ceremony which tickled the Duke with a feeling of 
importance ; he, glanced up at the vast building 
across the paved court of honour, and thought it 
looked cold and forbidding enough. They turned 
down a side-street which ran the length of the 
Palace gardens, and then seemed to enter suddenly 
upon the older part of the town, which was likewise 
the poorer. 

The foot-pavement vravered and fell away beneath 
their feet, and the gutters ran each side with vil- 
lainous smell. The houses stooped forivard across 
the narrow way, almost touching at the eaves and 
granting but a ribbon of starlit sky to the upturned 
gaze. They looked through open wooden shutters 
into poor little shops, where unnaturally ugly women 
seemed to perforrii dreadful rites with unknown 
mediums and to carry on trade in gruesome articles 
of food by the light of dim tallow candles. • 

“ Heavens 1 ” said the Duke, " what a filthy neigh- 
bourhood your friend seems to,,have chosen ! ” And 
he felt his English stomach rebel. 

“ Oh,” said. Neuberg serenely, “ it is all right when 
once you are through. I have taken the short-cut, 
and it is but a little way.” 

As he spoke, a cold, fresh wind began to blow 
against their faces, bearing upon its wings the vague 
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savour of timber and tar. Rochester saw at the end 
# of the narrow alley along which, with his handker- 
chief to his nostrils, he was disgustedly picking his 
way the glimmer of dancing water in the starlight. 
The dim distance was broken by a group of slender, 
slowly swaying masts. The night’s stillness was 
now emphasized by the creak of spar and cordage 
and the dull lapping of a ceaseless flow. Involun- 

to leave the sordid 
atmosphere behind him, and involuntarily, also, 
he halted, as they emerged on to a little quay, to 
enjoy the sense of space and let the clean air play 
about him. 

A row of ancient burgher-houses stood well back 
from the street, behind scattered trees of great size ; 
their gabled outlines were jagged against the sky. 
Upon the other bank, as far as one could see under 
the mysterious star shimmer, the open country 
seemed to spread. 

See,” said Neuberg. (Rochester looked, and saw 
a steady light shining, very high up, out of the black 
silent house-front, some fifty yards away.) .Neuberg 
went on musingly : “ See, there sits S^ncer, burn- 
ing his nightly oU. 

** ‘ How far that little candle throws her beams I 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world,* 

as he would say. He is fond of quoting your won- 
derful Shakespeare, ‘ who can,* says he, ' convince 
where logic fails, and expound where definition 
falters.' Yes, there is his little lamp, bless him ! 

^ It is not, as you see, a fashionable spot, and our 
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richer burghers have long left the houses their grand- 
sires built to artists and the river foUc. But Spencer 
has chosen his two rooms among a thousand. He 
has his working-room there, where you see the light 
athwart the jutting balcony, upon the west, and his 
bedroom upon the east, both as high up as may be, 
so that no glory of sunrise or sunset be lost to him. 
These great daily events of the world’s life, of which, 
he says, we take so little heed, are his most harmoni- 
ous incentive to thought. And then there is the tide 
of the river to watch, ‘ image of life, always flow- 
ing onwards, always coloured by its surroundings, 
always the same, for all it seems to change.’ And 
then being human, and full of the milk of human 
kindness — see, I can quote your Shakespeare, too — 
it pleases him in his solitude to hear the hum of 
cheerful labour beneath him. This is the corn- 
wharf, you know,” added Neuberg, “ and it is the 
workers alone, Spencer says, that save the race from 
decay.” 

The Duke stood listening in the darkness, with 
the stream running its unknown musical course 
behind him, his eyes drawn to that watching light 
that seemed to beckon him into the dark, silent 
house. He was as one groping his way into a new 
land, where as yet there was no light, and where the 
people seemed mysteriously different from any he 
had ever known in his own walks of Hfe, Even 
Neuberg, that gay, careless soldier, with whom he 
had thought to stand at least on equal footing, 
appeared now to tread upon unknown terri- 
tory. 
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f Come/' said the officer at last, let us go in and 

hear what new thought our friend is revolving under 
that lamp/' 

And the Duke followed, feeling singularly excited, 
diffident and eager. 





-drhitc 





Neuberg dived into one of his pockets, and pro- 
duced an immense key, which he successfully intro- 
duced into the lock and turned with a scrunch. 
They entered and stood within a dim hall, lit by the 
veriest flicker of a lamp suspended from a squat, 
round pillar. It flung swift fantastic shades, and 
leapt and fell and leapt again, revealing bare winding 
stone stairs, wrought iron railings crossed in design, 
and three great 'doors barred and padlocked. 

The air was heavy with a warm and not unpleasant 
smell ; it seemed thick with impalpable atoms. A 
dusty broom lay wherever there was space to lie. 

While Rochester lingered to look around his com- 
panion pushed on with the indifference of familiarity. 

“ Once, no doubt," said he, waving the key, as 
his foot boldly attacked the first step, “ yonder rooms 
held jovial enough company, and master burghers 
feasted and drank their wine in one whilst their wives 
and daughters span and embroidered in others. 
Now they are fiEed from floor to ceiling with sacks 
of golden grain and snowy flour, among which the 
rats hold revel — by night, for by day this is a busy 
scene. Keep close to me, Rochester : there is no 
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light upon these two landings. Hold ! I shall 
strike a match. We must not expose that arm of 
yours to risk. These rooms, you see, are offices.'" 

He raised his light as he spoke, and Rochester 
caught a glimpse of more padlocked doors, framed in 
quaint carvings of Cupids, wreaths and cornucopia. 
Following Neuberg's tiny ray, he reached and crossed 
the black spaces of the second landing, and mounted 
in the wake of the gaily-flying steps to the tlurd. 

'' Now we see Spencer's beacon/' said the officer. 
And he extinguished Ms evil-smelling little sulphur 
torch. 

Rochester breathed hard as he halted. A twin 
lamp to the one downstairs hung on the wall. A 
visiting card was nailed to the first door. ‘‘ Michael 
Arthur Spencer" was engraved on it in Gothic 
letters. 

More he had not time to observe, for Neuberg 
stamped his clinking heels together, as if in signal, 
and stood, his ear bent, listening, smiling joyously 
on Rochester the while. There was a second's 
pause ; then the door opened, and a man came forth. 

Welcome ! " cried a genial voice in English ; and 
two hands were outstretched and , clasped in return. 

“ I have brought the friend," said Neuberg, him 
whom I wrote to you about, you know— the youth I 
damaged a little and whom you have now got to set 
right." 

Ah, I know""— with an undercurrent of good- 
natured laughter. ‘‘Come in, both of you; you are 
very welcome."" 

The speaker nodded kindly at Rochester. At the 
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same moment this latter found himself taken by the 
left hand and led into the room, where, rather be- 
wildered, he took the chair indicated, and sat looking 
at his host, all other feelings for the moment lost in 
curiosity and surprise. A thousand fancy portraits 
had he drawn of this countrjunan of his, but not one 
of them had approached the reality. 

This was a man whose stature did not at first sight 
seem above the middle height, nor whose frame 
create any impression of unusual breadth, yet one 
beside whom the stalwart Ncuberg himself seemed 
almost insignificant— a man cast in a generous 
mould, but so harmoniously proportioned that 
neither height nor bi'eadth obtruded upon notice. 
Perhaps it might have been the spiritual strength 
of the countenance which overpowered the mere 
physical impression. 

For it was a noble head, set nobly ; wnth a cloud 
of dark hair receding already from the dome of a 
forehead broad and high ; with large, reposeful, 
clean-carved features. The mouth under the dark 
moustache was as sensitive as a woman’s, and the 
eyes 

Mr. Spencer had been exchanging a few words 
apart with Neuberg, but now he looked suddenly, 
with a kind of grave searching, at his visitor. 

Rochester had never fallen under the gaze of such 
eyes before. Mild, beautiful brown eyes they were, 
shadowy and deep with thought ; they seemed to 
read into his very soul and rob his will of the power 
of resistance ; he felt as if all his personality lay bare 
before them, and felt, too, what a poor, everyday 
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personality it was. The sensation was so painful | 

1 

^ and so unusual that the young man grew white; 

but presently the other smiled. 1 

Come, my boy,” said he gaily, and let us see ' j! 

this dreadful wound.” r 

Instantly the Duke’s suspended energies ran free \ 

and warm once more ; it was as if he had been tested 1 

and accepted. And he rejoiced, completely forget- j j 

ting that he was a person of rank and importance, !, | 

and entitled to be addressed otherwise than with 
this condescending familiarity. j 

'' Thank you, sir,” he said in a voice that was i i 

well-nigh humble. And Neuberg, who had anxi- i; 

ously watched to see what impression the new 

! 

ij 

friend would create on the old one, breathed a 

ii 

1 sigh of relief, and came forward to assist the 

i; 

patient. 

I’j 

Dr. TheopHlus Lehmann’s fingers had been dex- 


terous enough in their manipulation, but this new 


physician held the arm and raised the handle with 
a touch inconceivably light where it acted, incon- 
ceivably soothing where it rested. The brown eyes, : 

grown keen, were bent for a second on the wound 

' 

exposed. 


“ I never,” said he then, “ saw a neater cut, or 


one more deftly sealed.” Then he bade the boy 


play with his fingers on the table, and looked up at 
Neuberg. 

” But had your blade gone but the tenth part of 
an inch higher,” he added, “ your friend would never 
have used that hand again." 

'f “ Oh, Lord ! ” said Neuberg, to whom a sword-cut 
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(and he had experienced some himself), if it did not 
kill, had always seemed such a simple affair. 

Never look so concerned/' said Spencer ; for 
if we had to trouble about the might-have-been in 
life, man's responsibilities would indeed assume ter- 
rible proportions. Wait a moment till I get some 
bandages from the cupboard." 

With his arm extended in the place cleared for it 
amid the litter of paper and books upon the table, 
Rochester, freed from the compelling presence of his 
host, was able to devote some attention to his room. 

It was as bare as Neuberg's own quarters of all 
luxury of furniture, but wailed with books that were 
heaped along rough shelves without any attention 
to symmetry or even order. Bare were the boards 
to the feet, uncurtained the windows, now black 
against the night. In a comer was a high desk at 
which to work standing ; manuscripts lay upon it, 
and a great worm-eaten book. On all sides, pinned 
to the wainscot like so many butterflies, were little 
scraps of paper scrawled .with notes. Nevertheless, 
In acute contrast with this ascetic plainness, several 
pictures of heterogeneous character but of unmis- 
takable merit hung on the wails. A seascape of 
Backhuysen’s, an old engraving of the vision of St. 
Helena, a curious water-colour of birds wildly driven 
before a storm, a Ronmey-like portrait of a beauti- 
ful woman. On the oilskin-covered table, among 
the shabby books and loose sheets, stood a bronze 
inkstand of exquisite workmanship, fit for a King's 
escritoire, and beside it a seal wrought in gold and 
ivory that a Queen might find pleasure in handling. 
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More perplexed than ever by his observations, the 
Duke now turned to scrutinise once more his new 
acquaintance as the latter re-entered the room. 
The same anomaly seemed to exist in his appearance 
as in his surroundings. He wore a loose cashmere 
dressing-gown, his shirt, of finest and whitest linen, 
hung carelessly open at the neck with frayed collar 
ends and loosely-knotted tie. The wide trousers 
were gathered round the waist with a sash of black 
silk : but that they had been cut by a master of his 
art they still testified at every fold. The feet, arched 
and slender, moved in faded crimson babouches. 

Rochester wondered, felt disposed to criticise, 
came again under the magnetic glance, and again 
succumbed to the power of the charm. 

“ I will put no dressing upon a wound that is doing 
its own work so well,” said Spencer, beginning his 
task, and delicately winding the strip of linen round 
the arm. “ There is, I always hold, far too much 
interference with the vis medicatrix nature in our 
systems. In a week, my dear fellow, I will remove 
these stitches, which I may tell you,” he added, 
laughing, '' will be by far the most unpleasant epi- 
sode of your honourable transaction.” 

“ Oh,” said Neuberg, “he is not to be pitied, I 
assure you. You should have seen how Eva com- 
forted him.” 

“ Eva ? ” cried his friend, his face lighting. “ By 
the way, she sent me a line to-night, asking me to go 
round to her. But it was impossible, for the same 
reason that I could not go to you— that I will 
tell you by-and-by, for it is not a story one can lightly 


ii8 YOUNG APRIL 

introduce. There, young duellist, I have done.^^ ^ 
He roiled down Rochester’s sleeve, and replaced the 
arm in its sling with his velvet touch. “ Weil,'' he 
remarked, “ now that you have had your wild-beast 
fling at each other, each thirsting to destroy a life 
that a little further acquaintance has shown capable 
of adding a value to your own, confess that you are 
ashamed of yourselves ! " 

Quite wrong, Michael,” responded Neuberg, 
with a transient show of pique ; I never in any 
way thirsted for -the life of my friend there. On the 
contrary, it was because of the sympathy he inspired 
me with, and my admiration for his gallant de- 
meanour, that 1 offered him the chance of a decorous 
encounter, as the only possible reparation for a slight 
bestowed upon him in ignorance of his quality. 
There was nothing of the wild beast about ‘ the 
matter/' 

** Honourable encounter ! Reparation 1 ” repeated 
Spencer, with much scorn. 

Meanwhile the Duke, who could not yet bear any 
allusion, however delicately veiled, to the primary 
cause of the meeting, and who, on the other hand, 
felt conscious that he at least had indeed thirsted 
for Neuberg's life and that there had undoubtedly 
been a good deal of the wild beast about him, sat and 
listened in great discomfiture. 

Reparation I Weil, I hope that half a yard of 
steel edge in his arm, and a fortnight's inconvenience, 
will have quite compensated the Duke of Rochester 
for any injury he may have suffered at your hands. 

And if that blade of yours had alighted on his neck, -0 
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QX his flank, or in almost any other direction, your 
reparation might have gone the length of sending 
him at once to the next world. No, no, Gustaf ; 
fighting prompted only by the brute instinct of de- 
struction is deplorable enough, the duel, but for the 
satisfaction of that nebulous entity the ' point of 
honour,' is a monstrous absurdity. What, sir,” the 
Philosopher went on, with' increasing emphasis as 
he warmed to his thesis — what ? I am grievously 
injured by a man, and, to please my nice sense of 
honour, I am to find satisfaction in giving him who 
has done me that very injury the opportunity of 
further robbing me of life, or at least of maiming 
me, and of generally asserting the superiority of his 
position ! Don't give me as an argument that I 
have the same opportunity. What sense of repara- 
tion for injured honour can you find in the chance, 
the luck, the alea jacta, of sword-stroke, or hair- 
trigger ? Your honourable duels, my friends, are 
merely a travesty of the mediaeval superstition con- 
cerning trial by combat under the judgment of 
God/' He paused, and looked triumphant defiance 
at the two young men. Rochester smiled faintly. 
As for Neuberg, he was now contemplating the PM- 
losopher with' friendly eyes and laughing gently to 
himself. 

What is the use of your going on in that way ? ” 
said the officer. “ Fighting monstrous ! Pooh ! 
you know as well as all good men. do that fighting 
is as primary a law as loving. Come, now, what 
about those American experiences of yours, for 
instance ? " 


I 
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Spencer, who had opened his mouth to let forth 
a fresh avalanche of theory, paused as if he felt 
himself taken in flank. 

“We are talking about set duels,” he said at 
last. 

“ Well,” said Neuberg gravely, “ things being as 
they are, I should much like to know what your 
philosophy would propose instead. Now, would 
that gallant youth over there, and I here, be the 
excellent good friends we are if we had not had our 
misunderstanding wiped off by a little personal trial 
of luck— short and sweet, as you are fond of say- 
ing ? Luck, chance, alea jada ? Is not the whole of 
life, is not love and glory and happiness and all ruled 
in this world by cast of die ? You yourself said it, 
only the other day. ■ Vogue la galere ! What say 
you, Rochester ? I might have had my head cloven 
had it not been for the lucky panelling behind it, 
but I have the pleasure of your company instead— 
good luck ! You will have your stitches removed 
by a philosopher ; you have had Eva’s nursing — ^a 
good throw of dice, admit ? ” 

Spencer could not help smiling before this all- 
human, all-young, argument. He shook his finger 
in mock despair at Neuberg, and then changed the 
subject. 

“ Ah,” said he. “ Eva ! And how is that pretty 
child ? and how stand your hopes and shares in 
that quarter to-day ? " t 

The officer had risai, and was pacing the room. 

“ Poor Beau-Sourire ” he began ; but , sud- 

denly Spencer got up also, and raised his hand. 
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** Hush ! he said, with an anxious look, and put 
his finger to his lips. At the same instant there 
came from the inner room a drowsy httie wail, 
plaintive and pitiable to hear. 

There he went on reproachfully, putting 
down his pipe, and hurrying to his bedroom. With 
the opening door the cries broke clear upon their 
hearing. 

** A cat — a puppy I ” cried Neuberg, dashing after 
him. Then, with a yell : Lord in Heaven, an in- 
fant ! 

“ There, there, said the Philosopher in cooing 
tones ; “ bring me the lamp, Gustaf. See, poor 
little one, it has not even a shirt to its back ! Do 
you mind not smoking for a while ? I shall have 
to walk it to sleep. This blanket is harsh to the 
tender skin ; we will provide better to-morrow.'^ 

Dexterously dandling a shapeless bundle the tall 
figure marched once more into Rochester's line of 
vision. Neuberg followed, bearing the lamp, which 
showed his countenance distorted by staring amaze- 
ment. 

Spencer's face, on the other hand, as he bent 
over his charge, betrayed nothing but infinite pity 
and benevolence. 

See," said he, and shifted the fold of the blanket 
to expose a wizened, crumpled, pink face, no larger 
than a boy's fist — ‘‘ see the mystery of life, not 
three hours old, yet craving and striving already 1 
This night," he added, I have seen death and 
birth." 

The infant wailed again, opening a cavernous 





122 YOUNG APRIL. 

mouth, at which Rochester, who had approached 
to gaze with Neuberg, drew back disgusted. 

Lord/' said he, how ugly the thing is i " 

It is an unusually fine child/' said Spencer re- 
bukingly, while he hushed and soothed the small piece 
of mortality with an expert, tender hand. “ By the 
time that lusty youth will be a thing of the past 
for us all, this wailing babe may be as fair a woman 
as the Eva about whom you wise young men fought. 
This small citizen of the world comes into it with as 
many rights as you have, and just now it demands 
to be fed. Gustaf, look here, watch those sucking 
lips ; that is Instinct — instinct is all the human 
animal need display at first. To think that a soul 
should lie in this envelope ! to think that men, 
whom God has given such an awful power, should so 
misuse it, should dare create new lives — give birth 
and pass their way, and never look back — cast their 
flesh and blood upon the world, heedless whether it 
be only to draw one breath and die, or to live on 
to suffer, and curse the unknown progenitor ! " 

But, madman," cried Neuberg, at last bursting 
into speech, " how come you . . . with a child ? 
Was there no woman to whom you could have given 
it ? Spencer ! Spencer ! even the wisest may have 
fallen into folly some time, but is it hot likely that 
you have been imposed upon ? " 

Spencer raised his face to look in* his turn with 
great surprise at his friend. Then, at sight of the 
desperate doubt heralded in his whole appearance, 
in his startling eyes and bristling hair : 

" Mercy ! " cried he, in the tone of a man who in 
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very testiness makes a wilfully absurd accusation ; 
the fellow thinks it is mine 1 
Instantly Neuberg’s brow cleared as if by magic. 
Throwing himself back into his chair, he feU to 
laughing to himself — at first gently, then aloud and 
boisterously. 

Spencer held him for a Second or two under a 
severe eye, with no other effect than to increase the 
merriment. Presently he himself gave way to the 
infection, and laughed a little, but grudgingly. 

The Duke sat and stared at them both, and 
thought they had taken leave of their senses ; he 
rubbed his eyes and wondered if he were not in 
a fantastic dream. His host's attention, however, 
was soon restored perforce to the infant. He began 
to collect sundry little household utensils ; measured 
hot water from the singing kettle into a china cup ; 
then milk from the jug ; and sugar ; and tasted, 
and added again. 

Meanwhile Neuberg, with spurred feet extended 
straight before him, with legs like an open compass, 
lay back, his head against the rim of his chair, 
and laughed till the room shook. 

Oh, Spencer," cried he, with the tears running 
down his cheeks, you will be the death of me ! " 

"" I will tell you one thing," said Mr. Spencer, 
placing a spoon in the cup, and carr3Hing it over to 
the table : ** a^man who would thus cast a life into 
the world, in what you would call a moment of folly. 
Master Gustaf, and what I call crime, would be the 
last to do what I am doing now. I have seen to- 
night, as I said," he went on, with a yet graver note^ 


If 
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“Death as well as Birth--doubie mystery. This 
poor waif is the pivot of the adventure that kept -4 
me from going to you. But stay ; until this delicate 
operation is finished you will have to wait. Where 
Nature fails/' added Michael Spencer, deftly tucking 
his handl-cerchief under the little chin, and then 
tilting the infant to a convenient angle, while he 
proceeded to insert the half-filled spoon into the 
wailing mouth — “ where Nature fails, we must needs 
then have recourse to Art. Ah, the poor innocent ; 
it knows no better, and therefore accepts what it 
gets ! There the philosophy of life begins," 

The three heads bent eagerly over the unconscious 
infant philosopher. There was a moment's breath- 
less suspense, presently broken by a gentle smack- 
ing sound. The three men looked at each other, 
much relieved, and smiled. ■ 


There came along the quiet quay below a noise 
of hurrying hoofs and wheels, which grew louder, 
and presently stopped beneath their very windows. 
The next instant a shrill yell pealed through the 
empty house. 

“ My God 1 " cried Neuberg, with all the lover's 
prescience, and smote his forehead, “ here comes 
Eva, 111 be bound I " 


CHAPTER XVI. 

“Eva, probably,”' said the Philosopher, -without 
raising his head. “ I sent Mark to explain why I 
could^not come. Heaven knows,” added he, chuck- 
ling to himself, “what the fellow may have told 
her, for I had little thought to spare for explana- 
tions just then.” 

Spencer chuckled again, but Neuberg had grown 
preternaturally dark. 

“ I will send her away,” he said. There goes the 
beU again ; it is Eva. Eva does not like waiting.” 

“ Send her away ? ” said Spencer. “ Aye, by 
all means, if you can. But if she insists upon com- 
ing in, tell her that I shall be delighted to see her.” 

“ Spencer ! ” said Neuberg, and .stamped his foot, 
“ do you know how late it is ? She ss alone in this 
town; itistheveryfirstnightof her arrival. _ Is it 
not hard enough for a woman in her position to 
avoid scandal ? ” 

“ My friend,”* said Spencer, with the same immov- 
able placidity, “ I quite agree -with you ; neverthe- 
less, if I know Eva, she is not the person to be kept 
out where she wishes to come in. There ! pray^go 
down, like a good feUow ; she will break my bell.” 
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Neuberg bolted out of the room, and was heard 
clattering down the stone stairs. 

'' He is perfectly right," said Spencer then, turn- 
ing to the bewildered Duke with a sweet smile. 
“ This is a world of makeshifts, and, however absurd 
its trammels may be to us individually, it is each 
man's duty to respect the conventions of society. 
Yes, one must respect the conventions," pursued the 
Philosopher cheerfully, dandling his foundling as he 
spoke ; “ but as Eva is not likely to do so to-night, 
or ever, would you, like a good fellow, put another 
log or two on the stove, and just push that armchair 
near to it ? We must get this fair lady a cup of 
tea." 

Ascepding steps were now audible without, the 
rustle of a silk gown, and the click of spurs ; and 
Eva's voice, raised and plaintive, echoed hollowly 
up to them, Neuberg seemed to speak soothingly, 
but with little effect. 

“ Tell me nothing," she was heard ^crying as 
she reached the landing ; “ you men are all alike, 
(Is this the way ? Qh, I see, I see i) What are we 
poor women to do ? We set a man upon a pedestal 
and think ourselves not worthy to kiss his feet, and 
one fine day, behold ! the god is but common clay 
after all ! " 

The door swung back and Eva stood before them, 
flushed tears brimming in her eyes, her lip trem- 
bling. 

** Ah, Spencer," said she, " what a meeting ! " 

Spencer turned to her, shifted his bundle over 
Hs shoulder in the knowing way that nurses prac- 
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tise, and, coming forward, bowed with a courtly grace 
and raised the singer's inert hand to his lips. 

'' Come, come/' said he, “ what is the matter with 
you ? This is an excellent meeting of four good 
friends. Shall this poor innocent spoil it ? 

Eva impatiently dashed the tears from her eyes, 
and gave a long earnest look at the speaker. He 
bore it unmoved, smiling back at her and stiU dan- 
dling the blanket with a sublime unconsciousness of 
absurdity. 

Here," said she suddenly, give me that child I 
Your servant is a fool, Spencer, and I'm a fool too." 

" Aye," said Spencer, " take it, take it ! I love 
to see a woman hold a child." 

She gathered the bundle to her arms with the 
inimitable mother-gesture, and pressed it to her 
virgin bosom, which still heaved like the sea-waves 
over which the storm has passed. 

Poor little fright 1 " she said, and looked down 
at it. She caught from under her long lashes the 
tender admiration of Spencer's ga^e, and, half with 
the actress's, half the woman's instinct, held it and 
hushed it, and fell to pacing the floor singing below 
her breath an old plaintive lullaby, and smiling at 
Spencer over her shoulder as she passed. 

The three men watched her, each affected in his 
own manner and degree by the charm of that most 
exquisite picture, as old as love in the world and as 
eternally new to every man's heart — ^the woman and 
the child. 

Neuberg's eye was furtive and dark with conflict- 
ing passions ; Rochester's wistful as that of one who 
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dimly perceives some elusive vision of beauty. But 
Spencer's full glance was bright with ample under- j 
standing, complete satisfaction. 

'^^It sleeps already/' said Eva. Fie ! the poor 
ugly Uttle worm! Where did you pick that up, 
Spencer ? And,, amongst your eccentricities, do 
you propose to start an orphan asylum ? If so, 
you may engage me as a matron," she added as an 
afterthought. 

She took her seat in the leather armchair and let 
the sleeping infant lie upon her knee. 

Alas 1 " said Spencer, “ it is a very common story 
and a shame to humanity that it should be so com- 
mon. As I was strolling by the riverside this 
evening, watching my sunset fade, and thinking to 
myself what a beautiful world this was, all said and 
done, I heard a moaning near me. It came from a ^ 
shed, deserted at night, where the bargemen keep 
their sacks. I went in, groping, thinking to find 
some hurt dog, but found — a human being. * Oh, 
the cry did knock against my very heart ! ' I laid 
my hand on rough long hair, and knew it was a 
woman. She was past all speech. I felt, though I 
could not see, that she was in extremity. I ran 
out, cursing the darkness which might cost a human 
life, spied a lantern at the iah3ing-port, tore it down 
— ^illegal act for which I shall no doubt be fined 
to-morrow— and flew back to my shed. There I saw 
that there was not only one life at stake, but two ; 
and it needed not my doctor's experience to make 
me aware that/though I might save the one, the 
other was beyond ah human aid. The poor creattire, i 
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a young tiling, too young for maternity at all — 
much less for such maternity as this, which, drove 
her like an animal into the first deserted hole to 
battle through her agony alone— it was best for her ! 
She seemed of the better class, poor wench! and 
had fought her battle against shame with a pluck 
that cost her her life, whilst he — ^the man — some 

gallant young buck, no doubt Well, I saved 

the child, at least. When she — the mother— heard 
it cry, she just found strength to turn her languid 
head. You have seen, all of you, how the dumb 
mother, cat or dog, looks when you take up her 
little one. Such a look had she, and yet a different 
one : for the whole human soul spoke in that poor 
eye. I took her hand in mine ; it was Death’s 
already. ‘ Whoever you are,’ said I, ‘ your child 
shall be kindly cared for.' She stared at me for a 
few seconds. Her hand closed on mine slowly, and 
then I said again : ‘ Rest, poor child ; your God 
win surely be less hard on you than man has been.’ 
I think she died/ then, but I knelt beside her, and 
held her hand some time longer, that, as far as pos- 
sible, she might feel some human fellowship upon 
the awful loneliness of her passage.” 

The Philosopher, h^ face kindled to leonine anger, 
fell to pacing the room. 

Eva turned her head away, that her tears might 
not fall upon the cheek of the child. 

“ Was there ever such a man ? ” said Neuberg, 
beaming round upon his friend. “ And he goes and 
brings that babe here to his rooms, as if it were the 
’ most natural thing in the world." 
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“I must go, too,” she said ; “ but, by your leave, 

^ I will take this thing home with me. It comes, at 
least, more natural to a woman to have the care of 
such little plagues.” 

But here Neuberg bounded forward with up- 
lifted forbidding hand. 

“ Ah, no, this at least passes all bounds ! Eva, 
have you finally taken leave of your senses ? ” 

Spencer slightly bent towards her, gathered the 
child back to his arms, and, with a smile and a nod, 
disappeared with it into the next room. It was 
like a prince dismissing his circle. He came back 
in a moment and assisted Eva with her furs.^ 

“ You had not even a cup of tea,” he said ; “ I 
fear I am but a churlish host.” 

-■f “ You gave me better,” she replied, her dove eyes 

very sweet and her voice thrilling with a deep chord. 

“ As for you,” continued Spencer, laying his hand 
for a moment on the Duke’s pulse — “ you will be 
feverish to-night. Give him hot lemonade, Gustaf. 
If lemons cost but a guinea apiece, how men would 
value them ! Good-night to you all. 

*«.■•»*** 

Neuberg folded Eva into her carriage with a sort 
of tender disapproval. Her last look was for the 
Duke’s young face, pale in the light of the coach- 

lamps. „ , -j 

' “ If you let him get fever, Neuberg, she said, 

” I win come and nurse him again ; so now you 
are warned ! ” 

“ It is no use,” said the Guardsman, when the 
^ wheezing hackney-coach had borne her away into 
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the darkness— * it is no use ; it will never be any- 
thing better than friendship, and friendship be- 
tween man and woman is a damned and hollow 
mockery/' 

He took his companion by the elbow, and moved 
forward with him. Rochester halted a moment 
before turning from the quay, and looked back at 
the lighted window in the gable. 

What do you say ? " asked Neuberg. 

'' Oh/' said the young Englishman, rousing him- 
self from an abstraction, '' I did but repeat a line 
of yours which hangs in my memory ; 

* So shines a good deed in a naughty world’ ** 


CHAPTER XVII, 



The bloom of early day lay yet unbrushed upon the 
world as Neuberg, whistling softly to himself, emerged 
from his house, and, setting his face for the old town, 
clanked gaily through the awakening streets on his 
way again to Spencer's rooms. 

He looked as pink, as fresh, and as gay as the 
spring morning itself ; the ]oy of the youth of the 
year and of the day seemed to have got into his 
blood. The world seemed to lie before him for the 
treading of his feet, and the heavens above so near 
him that he need only reach up his arm to pluck 
from them his own particular unattainable star. 

Like the purple down upon the grape, delicate 
mists hung over the distance ; in the square garden 
the jewelled dew lay thick on grass and leaf ; the 
air was tremulous with bells that rang from spires 
scintillating like gems in the vague blue, calling 
the devout to prayer, the scholar to his desk, the 
toiler to the yoke of the curse that has become the 
blessing of men. 

The river ran molten copper from east to west. 
Over the jutting balcony Spencer’s windows were 
flung wide open to the breeze and to the light, 

** What a man ! ” said Neuberg, ** However early 
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I may be, he is aiwaj’s earlier. I wonder/' he 
thought, and laughed aloud as he sprang up the 
stone stairs, two at a time, past the old graindaden 
rooms now open and beginning to hum with life, 
'' what sort of a night, poor fellow, he has had 1 " 
The full note of his friend's voice, raised in didactic 
cadence, reached him through the open door, as he 
paused to draw breath on the tiiird flight. 

He looked in and laughed again. The Philosopher 
in his shirt-sleeves, with a boot over one hand and 
a blacldng-brush in the other, stood vigorously 
applying the one to the other. He bent an earnest 
countenance to the work, and the while spoke im- 
pressively but kindly to the bullet-headed, thickset 
clown, who, sitting on a straw-bottomed chair, 
watched his master's proceedings with a sly grin. 

As Neuberg listened and, unobserved himself, 
observed, his smiling lips contracted and his eye 
^ew stem. 

Of course you may say to yourself," Spencer was 
explaining, '' that a little less or a little more shine 
on a pair of boots is but a trivial matter. But you 
must remember that to put a shine upon those boots 
is your Duty— as much your duty, in your path of 
life, my good fellow, as it is the sentry's duty to 
keep the best watch, or the King's to give his best 
thoughts to his people's welfare.' Thus, there are no 
trivial duties. And so each of us must serve our 
master to our best endeavour, that each may help 
in our degree, to the good order of the whole. You 
understand me, Mark, do you not ? ” 

Yes, sir," said Mark ; and his grin broadened. 
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Neuberg clenched his hand. 

Even then, in the polishing of a pair of boots/* 
proceeded Spencer, after pausing an instant to put 
a small fresh dab of blacking on the toe, ** a man 
may reach to the highest dignity of manhood — the 
dignity of work well done. For, mark you, there 
is a right and a wrong way of working. You have 
only got to compare that boot, which you would 
have been content to let your master put on, to 
this one ” — surveying the now shining leather, with 
head on one side. But, of course, the first thing 
is to learn how to set about it. No one can read 
who has not learnt his letters. You have been 
watching me, I hope ? " 

Here the Professor's eye fell a little doubtfully 
upon his servant's unintelligent visage. 

Yes, sir," said Mark, without budging from his 
seat, or making any attempt to stifle the yawn 
that overtook him. 

Immediately something terrible sprang at him 
from behind with ferocious leap — something that 
clanked and stamped and flashed blue and silver. 
He was clutched unkindly by the nape of the neck, 
shaken till his teeth rattled, propped up only to 
present an unprotected surface to an unmerciful 
knee, propelled through space, dashed into jarring 
collision with the fl.oor of the passage, and pelted 
by an avalanche of imperfectly polished boots — 
boots that were hailed upon him, it seemed; with a 
diabolical knowledge of the tenderest comers of his 
anatomy. 

Cattle ! " thundered a voice from above. 
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Apparently Mark had already recognised the hand, * 
the knee, and the tone, for, without venturing to 
look up, he rubbed his bumps, and whimpered : 

“ Ow, ow, ow ! Herr Rittmeister ! " 

Here he dodged the blacking-brush. 

“ Look here, swine-hound : polish all those boots 
as you know how — and sharp' ... or I s hall try 
the effect of a little more rubbing up of your wits ! 
Understand ? ” 

“ Good heavens, Gustaf ! . . . Gustaf 1 mad- 
man ! '• - 

Spencer, half-indignant at this indignity offered 
to manhood, yet unable to repress his laughter, 
flung his arms round his friend, and drew him, still 
foaming at the mouth, into the room again. 

" And to think,” said Neuberg, with a stamp and 
an oath, “ that I gave you my own fellow, to malrp 
sure that you should be well served ! ” 

" My good Gustaf, these are your soldier’s ways. 

Mark is a good fellow at main, but he is a little 
stupid. One must have patience, and— what the 
devil ! we must all be taught.” 

" Taught ! ” echoed Neuberg, with his stentorian 
laugh. “ Teach a Rider-Guard how to pohsh a 
boot ! My poor friend, with your philosopher’s 
ways, you will have always to polish your own 
boots in this world, I fear, and pay another man 
for looking on with his tongue in his cheek. Listen 
to him — just listen to that ! ” 

From the landing without a sound like the mighty 
rush of an autumn wind through forest-trees fell 
rhythmically upon their ears. 
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If those boots are not red-hot in five minutes, 
and shining enough to reflect the scamp's own ugly 
phiz, 111 know the reason why/' added Nenberg 
vindictively. 

Spencer's countenance suddenly altered from its 
expression of genial indulgence. He went to the 
door, bent his ear to listen for another moment, 
then he burst out upon the landing with as much 
violence as the capt?in himself had displayed but a 
few moments before. 

With one boot before him already ^hining with 
unsurpassable lustre, Mark was at work upon an- 
other with such energy as not even to perceive his 
master's tempestuous advent. 

'' So," cried the Philosopher, his voice ringing 
between extremes of sorrow and wrath — '' so, Mark, 
I have found you out, have I ? " 

What ! " roared Neuberg.; is he not working 
after all?" . ; 

He is, he is," said Spencer ; 1' and that is just 
it ! Neuberg, you don’t know all I have done for 
this fellow. Ignorance one excuses, forgetfulness 
one forgives, incompetency one tolerates, but bad 
will, bad will," cried the Philosopher, his voice 
rising, " to a master like me, is a crime ! Infinitely 
better to wait upon myself all the rest of my life 
than to harbour such a cur. Go, pack your trunk, 
sir!" '' ^ ■ 

Mark looked up, bewildered, at his master, then 
back at the boot he was holding, and, conscious 
that for the first time in his new service he merited 
praise and not blame, cried with a loud aggrieved 
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sniff that he conld not do the boots any better, not 
if it were for His Majesty Mmseif. 

'' Silence, knave ! cried . Neuberg, interrupting 
Spencer, as the latter opened his mouth for another 
burst of wounded feelings ; “ no more of your pranks 
here if you wish Mr. Spencer to forgive you. And 
mind you, I have my eye upon you."' 

It was now his turn to di*ag his friend back into 
the room. 

Come, come, Spencer dear," said he, relapsing 
into English ; '' we know that the rogue is an honest 
rogue, so be content. He is as good as you will ever 
have, with your incorrigible theory that all men 
have souls." 

If the fellow loved me," began Spencer, he 
would have tried to please me." 

Pooh ! " said Neuberg, balancing his foot with 
unconscious significance ; loved you, you inno- 
cent! He will try to please you in future, if I 
mistake not, because he knows the weight of my 
displeasure," 

Here he burst out laughing, and, after a slight 
hesitation, the Philosopher joined in the merrinaent. 

** Good heavens ! " cried Neuberg, suddenly grow- 
ing very serious ; I forgot. What have you done 





CHAPTER XVIII 


Iisr the thick, heavy white cups the coffee v/as fra- 
grant ; under their fingers the long roll broke 
crustily, still steaming from the oven. The charming 
freshness of the morning, as the Guardsman and the 
Philosopher sat outside the little cafe in a streak 
of sunshine, pale yellow still, gave to their fare that 
matchless zest which belongs to open-air meals. 

The hum of the busy town was already at its 
height. Determined housewives, followed by bare- 
armed maids with baskets, hurried past them to the 
market-place round the comer ; smiling housewives 
hurried away, discussing their bargains as they went ; 
squads of soldiers, as untidy in their forage kit as they 
would be spruce later on in the day, trundling Jn 
their hand-cart the day's menage, stiffened into 
salutes as they crossed the shadow of the handsome 
officer ; ever and anon a belated country waggon 
high-laden with green food, slowly dragged by slaver- 
ing, patient-eyed, noiseless-treading oxen, lumbered 
by with shrieldng wheels, or yet a little drove of sheep 
pattered on up6n their last stage but one, Bleatings 
mixed with the plaintive call of the calf, the expostu- 
lations of pig, chicken, or duck, the deep reflective 
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note of the draught-builock. And above all rose 
the human clamour — cries of street vendors, cries 
of stall-keepers, out-screamings of bargaining wives, 
whistling, laughter, anger, persuasion ; and the 
jangle of bells far and near — some grave, some gay, 
some impertinently obtrusive ; discordant sounds 
most of them, and egotistic in their personal insist- 
ence, but, taken as a whole, under a bright spiing 
sky, a very symphony of social life. 

The Philosopher tilted his green wooden chair and 
lay back smiling, listening and noting. 

“ There throbs the heart of the town, taking in 
and sending forth again the blood of its life,'" he said. 

Neuberg lifted his head from the contemplation of 
his coffee-grounds with the approving glance he al- 
ways had ready for bis friend's conceits, 

** And there lies the brain,,. I suppose you would 
say,'' said he, jerking his thumb over his shoulder in 
the direction of the' Royal Palace* 

" Fresh flowers . . . fair flowers I 
The call of a woman clove the air not unmusically 
in the interval of a sudden lull. , 

I think," said Neuberg, with a charming little 
air of consciousness, “ that I will take a turn by the 
, flower-stalls." 

"By all means,” said Spencer placidly. They 
paid the reckoning for their frugal repast, and, arm 
in arm, stepped towards the market-place. 

As gay and busy to see as to hearken to. Buyers 
and vendors moving in and out like bees in their 
hives or ants in their hills ; shifting hues of orange 
and scarlet on peasant heads and bosoms ; the flash 
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of wHte kerchiefs and aprons ; the gleam of copper 
and tin and glazed crockery ; the softer tints of roots 
and fruits beneath great tent-like umbrellas of indigo 
or faded green. Indescribable odours too floating 
in the air, each qualifying or chasing the other; 
the whiffs of wide open country from hay-lined carts,’ 
the pungency of roasted coffee, of stored apples and 
lemons, of cobblers’ stalls, and the abomination of 
the pork-butcher’s booth ; the mi.Ked atmosphere of 
the hen-coops with their main smell of musty straw. 
All of which, like discords, resolved themselves, as 
the two friends halted before the liower-stall, into, a 
sudden and delicious harmony. Here the trestle 
tables were impurpled with violets, starred with 
jonquils and primroses. A heap of hyacinths sent 
forth heavy sweetness from a corner. 

A buxom woman, with cheeks as hard and round 
and rosy as the best preserved apple in her neigh- 
bour s hoard, was soon engaged in filling the officer’s 
hands with choice blooms. With grave delibera.. 
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abstractions and science opened his month and de- 
livered himself in the following manner : ‘ 0 

Proserpina I' cried he, 

** * For the flowers now that frighted thou let’st fail 
From Dis’s waggon ! Dafiodils 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets dim, 

But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes 
Or Cytherea’s breath ’ 

Oh ! '' he went on, what magic inspired that poor 
play-actor, that he should have known how to sing 
every man's love and to cry out every man's sor- 
row ? — 

** ‘ violets dim, 

But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes !* 

How mmch in that little line 1 Lover, poet, master 
of hidden music, and, withal, what an observer ! 
You, Gustaf, all enamoured as you are, I will wager 
\hat you have never noted the beauty of a beautiful 
woman's eyelids. Look at these violets — ' dim, but 
sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes/ ‘ Sweeter 1 ' 
Ah, there he is a heretic ! " 

At this point the Philosopher fell into £t muse, 
gazing at the flowers in his hands. 

Open-mouthed, with starting eyes, Neuberg stared 
at him, Spencer sentimental ! Spencer with love- 
lorn look and tongue ! What was coming next ? 

In a moment his friend sighed and spoke again. 
CaH back your gentlest memories," said he, 
** and see how true is the comparison. There is, 
moving in the ways of the world, someone I know — 
a thing of fire and air — ^and when she looks at me-- 
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to borrow once again, if not from the words from the 
thoughts of the master — ^when she looks at me, I 
could wish that she might do no other thing, because 
of the fathomless wonder of those eyes ; but when 
they are cast down I can scarce wish them open 
again, for the sight of lids as delicate as these flowers, 
as faintly purple— and as sweet (a man dare think) 
to kiss.” 

Saying ■v^hich, Mr. Spencer absently lifted the posy 
to his lips, and kept it pressed thereto. 

Neuberg’s countenance meanwhile was an open 

field for the conflict of most diverse emotions 

incredulity, bewilderment, amazement, impetuous 
sympathy and devouring curiosity. It was the last 
that conquered. Nevertheless, he opened his mouth 
only to close it again upon the unspoken question. 

Elusive,” murmured Mr. Spencer, freeing his 
lips to speak ; “ but swoon sweet. Madam,” said 
he then, bowing ceremoniously to the stall-woman, 

” I will take all your violets, if you please, if you will 
kindly supply me with a basket to place them in and 
have them sent with this card to the Grafin Lucena 
at the Palace.” ; 

“ Oh Qupid, little god of love ! ” exclaimed Neu- 
berg, and put his flowers down for the express pur- 
pose of slapping his thigh exultantly, “ now is the 
murder out ! ” 

Spencer fixed upon Mm a surprised, displeased 
glance. Hdf the market turned to see the sky-blue 
officer g^ticulate, and a score of honest peasant 
faces grinned iii rmconscious sympathy with Ms 
great “Ha, ha!” 
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Spencer regarded Ms friend with ever-increasing 
severity ; both were charmingly indifferent to pop- 
ular interest. 

Oh, my dear," cried Neuberg in his fluent trans- 
lated English, " that I should live to see the day ! 
The little archer has shot in the gold tMs time. The 
Philosopher — the Philosopher in love ! " 

Love ? " echoed Mr. Spencer, and flouted the 
notion. "Love? — no! One beautiful thing sug- 
gests another. Mere concatenation of ideas, that is 
all." Then suddenly his eye dilated, Ms figure 
seemed to expand, his cloudy hair stiffen, and in a 
wave of wrath : " How is it," cried he, " that you, 
even you, can descend to the odious vulgarity of 
bantering a man upon a subject which should be so 
sacred ? If your friend were in love, that would be 
Ms o\m heart-secret, to be kept or confided as he 
saw fit. Nor should the mere idle supposition be a 
motive for pointless jests. I cannot endure it 1 " 
he continued, with an ever deeper sense of injury. 

As soon as ever a man approaches a woman with 
admiration, or be it only with courtesy, io ! he must 
find himself and her enveloped as in a net of meaning 
observation and insinuation, each simplest action 
marked by nods and becks and wreathed smiles. 
Be it envy, be it malice, be it mere ddle fooling, it 
is always ill-bred, sometimes desecration, and the 
results are frequently pernicious in the extreme. 
Love," went on Mr. Spencer, " is the passion we 
share with the angel or with the beast. It is the 
Mghest and most beautiful of all human emotions, 
or the most degraded. At whichever extreme you 



The Guardsman shook himself like a dog under 
the pelting shower of words; for a moment he 
flushed hotly, and seemed about to spring a violent 
retort, but on second thought his face cleared, and 
he broke into a smile again. 

“ How is* it possible," he made rejoinder, “ that 
when it is open to you to bask in the beams of my 
Eva’s eyes, you can talk of living for ever under the 
gaze of the Lucena’s ? Brr ! they frighten me, those 
eyes of the Grafin : I never know what thought lies 
behind them. Ah, give me Eva — the warm, the 
tangible, the human, the laughing Eva Beau-Sourire I 
Oh, Michael, prate about your lady’s lids ! Have you 
never noted Beau-Sourire’s lips ?— there is not such 
another pair in all the world. What are violets to 
deep-red roses, to sweet-breathed carnations, pout- 
mg, bursting asunder ? And to think,” he added 


Idea, and gathem^ up his flowers again feverishly 
^ he spoke, " that I will just take them round to 


Eva myself." 

“ No such thing," said S 
his benign and placid self. 


;er, now once again 
Have you so little 



consideration, young man, for that poor girl s reputa- 
tion in a foreign town ? Wait till the hour grows 
more conventional. Come, send your flowers, and 
let us to the stables. 'Tis the right moment for a 
gallop.” 

“ Convention ? This comes well from you, in- 
deed ! ” protested Neuberg, scornful but yielding. 

His friend took him firmly under the arm, and thus 
the two strolled away as they had come. The 
Philosopher was now sweeter than nuts, in humour 
and choice of words ; he spoke of Love as they went, 
till the listener felt his heart swell within him, and 
thought he had never known before how dearly he 



The Duke rabbed his eyes. So rapidly had new 
impressions succeeded each other during the last 
four days, and so confusedly did the memon- of them 
throng into his mind, that, roused suddenly from 
deep sleep, he could not recall where he was. " 

Neuberg opened the window wide, unfastened and 
flung back the outer green shutter ; and floods of 
blue air, the very breath of the spring, burst into the 
room, to the accompaniment of some distant drum, 
strident as a cricket’s beat and threaded with an acid 
string of fife. 

“ Hark ! ” said Neuberg, “ there goes the main 
TOtch, which means, my friend, that it is the burn- 
ing hour of noon, and that therefore you have slept 
the clock round. Spencer swears by lemons, rind 
and juice ! ” i 

He came over to the foot of the bed, and sat on 
the edge, swinging Ms high-booted leg. “ Did you 
sweat ? said he, and inserted his cool fingers under 
the collar of the half-awakened youth. “ Splendid ! 
There, then, you may get up, so Spencer said; 
which,” he added, “ is lucky, as the King wants to 

see you. Hans shall get you a hot bath and rub you 


YOUNG APRIL. 149 

down like a horse, and you will be as fit as a fiddle. 
Meanwhile cover up, and I shall tell you the morning 
news. Why, half my day is done.'' 

Rochester yawned and smiled, looking preposter- 
ously young with the red curls tossed about the 
beardless face. This wakening to his new existence 
was a joy ; the concrete part of it represented by 
Neuberg's breezy presence, radiating the joy of life 
and the lustiness of manhood, delightful to one 
accustomed to be aroused from obstinate slumber 
by an abominable Smiley. 

'' It is a glorious day," said the Count ; '' I have 
had a glorious morning. Up at sunrise, I strolled 
to Spencer's house. He had been up since dawn." 

“ I do not wonder," said the Duke, recalling one 
by one the experiences of the previous evening. 
Reviewed by morning wits, they had lost their 
glamour, and showed out shabby and uncouth to 
his young fastidious mind. He felt astonished, even 
a little ashamed, of the enthusiasm which had 
actually possessed him for this eccentric countr5mian. 
‘" I do not wonder," he said ; if your philosopher 
sets up as dry-nurse to foundlings, he must expect 
to have a troubled rest." 

Dear fellow ! " said Neuberg, with a tender 
laugh of recollection ; nay, he swears the bantling 
slept like a flower. Before I came he had found a 
nest for it, so he is already out of that. Was I not 
right to say, * Never was such a man ' ? " 

“ Oh, I for one will not dispute it/' said the Duke, 
with the suspicion of a sneer. 

''Well, you would have thought so even more 
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He stood back and stared at the Dnke to see the 
efiect of this astonishing revelation. But the other 
only stared back rather blankly. 

“ In love,” he echoed — “ in love after all — and 
with Eva, I suppose ? ” 

“ God forbid ! ” cried the Count. “ No, no t 
Heaven is good to me. No, it is with the Countess 
Lucena.” 

“ And who is she ? ” asked the boy, his fancy 
vibrating to the sound of the romantic name. 

“ Ah, who indeed ? ” cried Neuberg. “ And have 
you been four days in my company, and never heard 
me speak of the Countess Lucena ? And have you 
been a night in this town and no rumour of her yet 
reached your ear ? She is the pearl of our Court, 
Duke. Never look so astonished, man ; I am not 
in love with her. She is too subtle — refined, too 
art-learned, too idealised, too high-strung, too every- 
thing altogether beyond your humble servant i I 
told you, did I not,” he added, after a pause, “ that 
if Spencer ever fell a victim, it would be to some 
wonderful being, half goddess, half grande dame. 
Strange I should not have thought of her then. But 
she has been so much away, I har^y knew they had 
met. Goddess, she might best pass for Diana— -in 
looks, at least. (They were curious beings, your 
goddesses, if we examine their private lives.) Eva 
would make a better Venus, and yet, if an unbiassed 
Paris had to choose, it is as Uke as not he would give 
the apple to the Lucena. . . . Well, we are not Paris, 
nor are we unbiassed. She is grande dame, if you 
like ; there can be but one opinion about that — ^Eng- 
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lish, too. You English must be a remarkable people 
to produce a Spencer and a Lucena. Oh, I crave 
pardon — also the pink and pattern of postilions ! ” 

To anyone else the Duke might have shown pique 
upon such disrespectful banter, but there was a 
lovableness about Neuberg that coloured even his 
most familiar speech. 

“ Oh, go on ! " said the new peer, and kicked the 
bedclothes in the schoolboy way that occasionally 
overcame his gracious dignity. "How comes a 
countrywoman of mine in a foreign Court and with 
a foreign name ? ” 

Marry, sir.” said Neuberg, vdth his occasional 
Elizabethan twist of tongue, the explanation need 
not tax your wits greatly to follow. The beauteous 
Juha (her name is Julia) is the daughter of some 
whilom British Ambassador at the Tuscan Court 
Jteglo-Saxon from sire and dam, but bred a Floren- 
tine. Married, if not, like Julia Capulet, at fourteen 
at least at some absurdly tender age, to one Count 
Lucena, a jealous Spanish Neapolitan, she was early 
and mercifully widowed of the same. Since then ” 
—Neuberg spread out the fingers of one hand with an 
expressive gesture-" since then ; five years’ widow- 
hood at Florence. She is devoted to art and study 
and the cult of Beauty generally. • Florence, some 
people say, offers a variety of distractions to a 
young and lovely woman. However, let that pass ■ 
^our is always iU-natured. She became the bosom 
faend and confidante of our Queen (who was, as you 
taw, or probably don’t, a Princess of the House 
of Tuscany, and ts virtue itself, so that even rumour 
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4 - dare not puff at her), and followed Her Majesty 
hither three years ago. The Queen is devotedly 
attached to her, allows her every liberty — nay, is led 
by her without so seeming — ^loads her with favours, 
which are so graciously accepted that one would 
swear the obligation was on Her Majesty's side. 
And here you have the map of the country,*' 

''Does Mr. Spencer," asked Rochester, ''admit 
the soft impeachment ? " 

Neuberg chuclded. 

" Of course," he said, " I attacked him presently. 
To find Spencer a prey to the ordinary weakness of 
manldnd was too delightful, and the dear fellow is 
so unconscious of his real state, and so guilelessly 
wise over other people's follies, so sure of his own 
immunity — and all the while so hopelessly en- 
trapped i It will be a most instructive lesson to 
him, and, my faith ! she will make it a pleasant one. 
He could not have fallen into better or safer hands, 
nor more practised. She will lift him up to heights 
Elysian . . , and let him down gentty when she has 
had enough. It is just the one experience he wanted 
to make him a perfect man. He is in deadly earnest 
already. ... I got a tremendous rating for my 
vulgarity in laughing at so sacred a subject." 

" And do you let him rate you, Count Neuberg ? " 
asked Rochester. 

His friend gave him a sudden, surprised stare, 
then laughed. 

“ Let him rate me ? " said he. '' I have to let 
him if he wants to. Oh, you do not know Spencer 
yet ; but allow me to tell you he would not rate one 
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did he not think one worth the trouble. Yon will 
perhaps notice hirri with some at the Court — fools 
as they are many, snakes as they are a few — and his 
manner to them: two words of suavity, covering 
contempt. So I just let Spencer have at me when 
he has a mind, and am flattered that he should care. 
Moreover, he generally says something worth remem- 
bering on those occasions. And, besides, I have good 
example. You should have heard him giving scold 
number three to-day (row the first was with his 
servant), and to whoni addressed do you think ? — 
to the King ! 

Neuberg threw himself back with one of his merry 
laughs. Rochester gazed open-mouthed: he had 
an innate respect for rank, beginning with his own, 
and could hardly conceive the situation. 

** I do not think,'' said Neuberg, sitting up again, 
and rubbing his nose reflectively — ‘‘ I do not think 
His Majesty quite liked it, between ourselves. But 
he, all shining star of the Holy Alliance as he is, 
must, like his humbler fellow-men, take Spencer as 
he finds him. Weil, I will tell you how it came about. 
We took our ride together, Spencer and I, and my 
dear fellow was delicious. We spoke of love under 
the budding chestnuts. It is a morning I never can 
forget ; and since I know that Michael Spencer, 
too, has fallen into the snare, my heart sings like a 
bird's. I cannot help it ; it makes my way so much 
clearer. Poor Eva, though, it will be a bitter blow 
to her 1 I declare I am a selfish wretch, always 
thinking about her, and yet not for her." 

He fdl into a sudden silence. 
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Rochester watched him a little while striving to 
follow his friend's complicated thoughts ; but seeing 
the musing likely to be prolonged he grew impatient. 

'' What about the King and the scolding ? " 

Oh/' said Neuberg, starting, and falling in his 
easy way back to his former matter, that was a 
sight 1 I wish you had been there. It was upon 
the subject of horses, too, which is for the moment 
one of His Majesty's favourite studies. He is just 
now having a splendid young blood-mare broken in 
for him under the supervision of Herr von Sachs — 
a Prussian beast, Rochester, and, by-the-by, one of 
those Court serpents about whom I was speaking 
to you. This Sachs has a rough-rider — another 
Prussian beast — whom he swears by. We found 
them all in the stable-yard — ^my Royal master, 
Sachs, the rough-rider, and the mare. And the 
mare was making as firm a protest as she could, poor 
creature, against the treatment. I don't know how 
you manage these things in England, but to see 
Sachs' precious system applied — ^well, it is not a 
pretty sight. The trainer's boots were blood up 
to the calf, and the mare's mouth ran blood and 
foam. ‘ Good God, your Majesty ! ' said Spencer, 
' what have you here ? ' My mind misgave me ; I 
wished I could spirit him away, and I gave him a 
sharp nudge to make him hold his tongue. 

' Oh,' says the King, " an incurably obstinate 
and vicious animal, I am afraid, for, according to 
Sachs' report here, none but his man will ever be 
able to manage her. More is the pity, for she is 
the pick of the stud' 
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"‘Obstinate?' says Spencer (' Nenberg, leave 
me alone I/— and I gave it up) — ‘vicious? No, 
not if I am a judge of physiognomy. Tortured, sir 1 ’ 

" 'Physiognomy in a horse,' says the King; 'oh, 
these philosophers ! ' And he laughs very loud. 
As for Sachs, he went green. ' Perhaps/ says he, 
^ Mr. Spencer would give us a practical exposition of 
his theories.' Spencer notices him no more than if 
he had been a fly buzzing in his ear. ‘ Look at that 
eye, your Majesty,' continues he ; ‘ how can you 
bear that reproach ? Why, it is almost human in 
its agony/ ‘ My good friend/ says the King very 
dryly, ^ this is quite out of your department. It is 
necessary that man should conquer if he is to make 
a servant of his steed/ 

" ‘ With all respect, sir,' answers Spencer, ‘ have a 
servant — ^not a slave. The horse, a noble and re- 
fined animal, demands intelligent and courteous 
treatment. At this rate, when that beautiful creature 
is considered fit for your Majesty's saddle, she will 
not be vrorth the bestriding.' His Majesty stiffened 
himself, and I think was about to give his shoulder 
to Spencer, when Sachs, quite unable to contain 
his fury, broke in, positively stammering. 

" ‘ Mr. Spencer,' says he, ‘ thinks perhaps it is as 
easy to handle the reins as to dandle a baby — ^to sit 
in that saddle as to loll in a rocking-chair:' The 
infernal ass ! he thought this was the most deadly 
stab. But my dear Michael's simplicity is as pol- 
ished and impervious as a cuirass 

■ I,;" But how the deuce," interrupted Rochester, ’ 
whose interest in his countryman was unconsciously 


YOUNG APRIL. 157 

reviving — “ how could this Herr Sachs know about 
the baby already ? ” 

“ My dear fellow, it is the, joke of the Court. 
There is not an extra breath we take the King does 
not know of within twelve hours at most. He 
would sooner go without his breakfast than with- 
out his police report every morning, and anything 
out of the way is the topic of the day. Our police 
here is managed, I assure you, within a nail's breadth 
of perfection. His Majesty knows all about our 
little encounter, too, of course ; I told you he would. 
He pretends he does not ; and that, by the way, 
explains his forestalling my request for leave to 
present you. You are a hero here already.” 

But the Duke did not seem altogether pleased 
with the efficiency of the King’s police. 

“ It is fortunate that Spencer does not care a 
farthing for what people say of him,” proceeded 
Neuberg. “ Well, the King laughed again at Sachs’ 
sally. ‘ Ah, yes,’ said he ; ‘ we have heard of this, 
Mr. Spencer. It was daring, upon my soul! I 
myself should prefer to tackle that young blood 
yonder.’ Here, of course, everyone was vastly 
tickled, except Michael, who remained as grave as 
a mustard-pot- ‘ It would be curious, after all,’ 
said the King, ‘ to see if you would be as ready to 
preach from the saddle as from the chair.’ I knew 
he was really vexed with Spencer under his urbane 
manner, and vianted to put him down. Of course 
none of them dreamt of a philosopher accepting 
such a challenge. But Spencer was the very image 
of unsuspecting dignity, nor would he let them 





158 YOUNG APRIL. 

off one tittle of his opinion. ' Sire/ said he, ' al- 
though a man may quite legitimately criticise a 
performance without even being able to do as much 
himself, I am ready, if it please you, to back my 
opinion by deed. I mil undertake to put that ani- 
mal through all her paces — through all the paces, 
at least, that are natural to a horse. But I won't 
undertake to make her dance the mazurka/ he 
added, looking at Sachs, ' which I don't consider 
a desirable accomplishment in charger, hack, or 
hunter.* Sachs, who was now every colour of the 
rainbow, was all for mounting Spencer then and 
there. But Spencer declared that the poor brute 
was so distracted that it would not be a fair trial. 
Any time, however, in the afternoon that His Majesty 
was pleased to fix, he said, he would be ready. 
And so,'* said Neuberg, rising, my Philosopher 
will play the horse-breaker at four o'clock before a 
select assembly. And you must now get up if you 
would be there to see, Rochester. I have kept you 
by m}?- chatter an unconscionable time." 

At the door be paused and looked back, grinning. 
You shall see," said he, " that Michael finds it 
as easy to deal with the rearing of a horse as with 
the rearing of an infant/' 



No, sir/" said Rochester, merely travelling for 
pleasure/" 

'' So/" said the King, and eyed him kindly. 

The young Englishman stood in the charmed 
circle of Royalty, and though none that beheld him 
saw aught in his manner but a pretty youthful 
grace, he was conscious himself of a quickening of 
the pulses, a sense of awe and constraint, that made 
him (he thought angrily) show awkward, foreign, 
and unversed. And he wondered io see the uncon- 
cern of Neuberg through all his military precision ; 
the ease of Spencer, whose friendly face he dimly 
recognised in the distance. 

The afternoon had kept the promise of the mom- 
mg ; the sunshine was dazzling bright on the side 
terrace, whither Neuberg had ushered him into the 
presence of the Sovereign. 

For the first few moments he had received but 
a confused impression of glistening shoulder-knots, 
rustling dresses, bright watching eyes, and whisper- 
ing fair faces — ^these as a background to a dominant 
manly figure that stood apart from the rest and 
measured him with the glance 5f the Sovereign. 
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“ You axe travelling, I understand,” said the 
King graciously, "in the English custom, for the 
completion of your studies.” 

And then he had bowed and answered, blushing 
under the sense of his own harmless disingenuous- 
:ness. ■ ^ 

“ So,” had said the King ; and then added with a 
smile, holding out his hand, “ You are welcome, 
Duke, to our capital.” 

This King was a man of parts ; he spoke many 
languages with a conscious ease. 

Recognised now according to his rank, the boy 
felt his spirit rise with a bound ; the mists cleared 
from his eyes, and he looked about him seeingiy. 

He was surprised to find that his Royal inter- 
locutor was somewhat below middle stature, so im- 
posing had been the first impression, and so imposing 
did he still appear to calmer observation as the 
centre of a brilliant circle. This effect was no 
doubt partly due to the square shoulders and the 
erect carriage— natural advantages artificially height- 
ened by a becoming uniform and by a cultivated 
eagle glance. For the rest, the King had a broad, 
rather low forehead, sinuously crossed by swelling 
veins, upon which fine dark curling hair grew down 
in three distinct peaks j a' sanguine complexion j 
prominent light eyes ; full lips, very red and smooth,’ 
with a shade of that ferocity in their expression 
which is known to attract a certain type of woman. 
It was a powerful, manly personality, and made an 
extraordinary impression of strength and activity 
that of a man with full blood g.nd steel nerves. 


YOUNG APRIL. 


who helped himself to life with both hands and was 
marked out as much by temperament as by birth 
for the autoci'at. 

A few paces in the rear stood a group of officers, 
conversing under their breath with each other, but 
never losing sight of the least movement of their 
master — cavalrymen, apparently, in the best recog- 
nised attitudes of ease and attention ; a couple in 
forest green, one with a crimson-befurred dolman, 
and, predominant among them in his silver and 
blue, Neuberg, gay and handsome. 

An elderly man, of broad and wiry frame, with 
long grizzled hussar moustache, stood a little away 
from the rest, legs straggling apart and fist on hip, 
flicking the tip of his Plessians with a cutting whip. 
This personage Rochester instantly identified as 
Herr von Sachs, one of his friend's Court serpents. 

Under the radiance of the spring sun, the flutter- 
ing scarves and light silk dresses of the bevy of 
ladies gathered against the marble balustrade shone 
with a pleasant harmony of rose, tender green, and 
faint lilac. From the deference paid to her, the 
Duke easily distinguished the black-browed, sweet- 
eyed Queen. She was smiling over her shoulder 
at the Philosopher, who, in a close-fitting suit of iron 
gray, with the shade of liis picturesque wide-winged 
felt upon his face, looked wonderfully at home amid, 
yet quite as wonderfully apart from,, his surround- 
ings. 

Little bursts of laughter came rippling over, ac- 
companied by Spencer's own deep and jovial note. 

Rochester coul^ hardly forbear casting glances 
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of longing in that attractive direction, whilst stiU 
singled out by, the King for particular notice. 

“ You find us assembled upon a curious occasion, 
as doubtless Count Neuberg has informed you; 
your learned countr^nnan and he are inseparable 
friends— Castor and Pollux, Damon and Pythias! 
Professor Spencer -has, it seems, a theory of his own 
upon the education of the horse. We have great 
respect for his capacity on the subject of the educa- 
tion of the human being, and we hope to retain 
him by our side, were it for no other purpose than 
to advise us on the many reforms it is our purpose 
to introduce into that department. For stable dis- 
cipline, however, we confess that we should have 
been disposed to address ourselves elsewhere. But 
he has shown recently such unexpected accomplish- 
ments that we are quite prepared to see him demon- 
strate successfully to-day that the proper way of 
dealing with the colt is to take him by the polite 
side of his nature, and say, ‘ if you please.’ ” 

The King gave, as he spoke, a little dry laugh in 
which Rochester had no difficulty in recognising the 
remains of the irritation described by Neuberg that 
morning. 

“ I would rather,” thought he to himself, “ be in 
His Majesty’s good than in, his bad books.” 

“ We will hope,” pursued the King, “ that our 
Professor may not be too rudely disillusioned, for 
all our sakes,” he added, “not forgetting yours, 
Duke. I understand that slinged arm is now under 
his care ; it could not be in better hands, I assure 
you. I trust you are rapidly recovering. It ap- 
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pears/' lie pursued, with a laugh, which this time 
rang more genuine, '' that 370U are also a somewhat 
reckless horsemar, Then, with his eyes fixed upon 
the boy’s hot, flushing countenance, he proceeded in 
tones of slightly malicious banter : Our ladies are 
quite anxious to make the acquaintance of ' Love's 
Postilion;* as one of them .has named you.. This .is 
a pretty renown to have spread before you ! " 

He paused for a moment, his prominent ■ eyes -stifl . 
scrutinising the sensitive young dace. they .were, 
very different from the benevolent e\ 7 es- ■which; had- 
seemed to read Rochester’s soul the night before up 
in the Philosopher’s lofty perch. This inquisitive 
hard gaze was that of a man whose pride it was 
never to droop it before another’s. It v/as a gaze 
which did not read, but violated. Before such a 
look from an equal a woman might instinctively 
drop her veil : a man might bail his fist or seek 
his sword hilt ; from a Sovereign, perhaps, it might 
to certain minds seem to confer honour. 

The Englishman’s unsettled youthful blood was 
all in a turmoil. The King’s smile grew ever more 
friendly as he gazed upon the confusion' he had 
caused — confusion so evident, yet endured with 
such natural high-breeding. 

Come,” said he, and laid his hand on the Duke’s 
shoulder, “ the Queen is beckoning to us. Your 
acquaintance is impatiently desired by the fair of 
our Court, even as we of the sterner sex are aH 
agog to see this lady whose charms seem so potent. 
Eh, Count Neuberg 1 ” 

Side by side they had reached the group of officers. 
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who fell back before them ; but Neuberg, catching ^ 
his name and the King’s look, advanced to join tnem. 

“ We were talking,” said the King, “ of this mra 
avis, who has the tones of the nightingale and the 
loveliness of Venus’s own dove, and we were saying 
that we shall be all impatience imtil v/e are gratified 
with the sight of her.” 

There was a kind of flicker in his gray eye as he 
spoke, gone as soon as come. The Equerry, Roches- 
ter thought, threw back a sudden, startled glance, 
but that, too, was so momentary that he could 
hardly be sure. The next moment ' Neuberg made 
a laugliing rejoinder, and the three approached the 
Queen. 

Rochester was duly presented, and kissed the 
little ringed hand graciously extended to Mm. jg- 
As he straightened himself, nervously conscious of 
many smiling eyes fixed upon him, he heard a voice 
||; floating in the air, as it seemed, above Hm, so deli- 

cate and melodious that it rather grew upon the 
senses generally than broke upon the ear ; and the 
voice said in English, with the faintest foreign in- 
tonation : 

“ You never told me he was such a pretty boy.” 
Looking hastily round, he saw a slight, tall figure, 
all enveloped in pale lilac folds and diaphanous 
scarves, a large beplumed hat crowning a cloud of 
light-brown hair, fine and tremulous as the feathery 
wood-ash. The small face showed behind the folds 
of veil as a ray of moonlight beMnd the mist ; eyes 
like pools in shadow, gleaming fathomless ; lips of 
bewildering outline, moving even as he gazed from 3^ 


gaiety to gravity, curving divinely over flashing 
teeth, or closing into narrow scarlet like the folded 
poppy. From the waving feather crest to the hem 
of the light, floating skirt, everything about this 
being seemed as vaporous as the spiral mists 
sucked from the meadows by the kisses of the 
morning sun. 

Then suddenly, feeling himself enveloped in an 
atmosphere of laughter, the Duke awoke to the fact 
that he had been betrayed into staring like a bump- 
kin. Someone, Neuberg or Spencer, now laid hold 
of him, and continued the introduction. 

I am glad to see you, my countr^^an,'' she said, 
and held out her hand, that through the gray glove 
felt warm and soft like a living bird. 

Her eyes were caressing behind narrowed lids, 
and her smile was a pit of such sweetness that the 
Duke fell headlong in upon the spot. When he 
had sufficiently recovered from the shock to. be 
able to look back upon the place where he had stood 
a moment before it was as from a great distance. 

So this was the Countess de Lucena. He had 
known it before the name was spoken. And those 
were Spencer's violets clasped behind the gold at her 
waist ; they seemed to form part of her, as, indeed, 
did all she wore, and he was ready to swear that the 
fragrance which was wafted to him was her own, 
and not that of the flowers. 

It was to Spencer she turned again, after a second 
glance upon the Duke which held him by her side 
as firmly as if she had put out her hand to retain him. 
The boy's heart burned with a grudging pain it had 
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never felt before. Who was this man that he shotild 
bar the way with her as well as with Eva ? . . . 
Poor Eva ! Here Rochester was smitten with 
tender, pitying remorse. What , chance had she, 
poor Beau-Sourire, the simple songstress, the nil-, 
sophisticated child of earth, against the goddess 
who was also a grm%de dame ? 

'' By George ! thought the Duke. '' Grande 
dame first of ail ! 

Unconsciously, that was what most appealed to 
the young patrician in the subtle loveliness of Ms 
latest discovery ; unconsciously, also, the very 
thought drew a comparison between her and the 
woman who had been the fire of his soul until a 
few moments before, and in the comparison there 
was faint-hearted disparagement. 

The circle was now breaking up. Everyone fol- 
lowed the King towards a particular angle of the 
terrace wMch dominated a large expanse of hedged- 
in turf below, a sort of open-air ring or, rather, . 
miniature racecourse. 

'' Among many other accomplishments/' said the 
Countess de Lucena, turning to Rochester, while 
Spencer, summoned to the King’s side, hastened 
forward, His Majesty reckons that of scientific 
horsemanship, and he is anxious to encourage the 
breeding of horses and sporting tastes throughout 
his kingdom generally. We have seen many a 
pretty display in tMs spring-garden, but never one 
so interesting as this promises to be.” 

She moved onward as she spoke, showing to 
Rochester, with a, vague recollection of Ms classical 
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studies, as might a nymph among mortals. More 
quietly robed than the other women, no taller, 
less magnificently proportioned than some, ■ with 
no vivid colouring of hair or cheek, she yet seemed 
to throw everyone else in shadow. The Queen was 
ordinary — merely pretty beside her. The very 
youth of one or two girls lost its spring charm and 
grew uncouth — immature— by contrast - with her 
perfect grace. 

They halted where some seats had been placed 
for the Royal party. A few yards further a broad 
flight of marble steps led down to the level of the 
field below. The Countess remained standing, lean- 
ing with her elbow upon the balustrade, her cheek 
upon her hand ; and the Duke stood beside her. 
After a second or two the King came up to them, 
and Spencer’s gray figure was seen quietly descending 
the steps. The Countess looked after him in silence, 
the pupils of her gray eyes contracting intently. 
Rochester was minded of some beautiful, enigmati- 
cal cat watching a distant bird, but immediately 
repudiated the blasphemous simile. 

“ I hope,” said the King, “ that our friend may 
fall softly ; the turf is springy.” 

“ Do you think, ' your Majesty, there is any 
danger ? ” asked the Countess, with a pretty defer- 
ence in her mien, and a certain little thriU in her 


“ Danger, gracious lady ! ” said the King, “ do 
you not know that only the trainer has been able 
to sit the mare ; that not even the great Sachs him- 
self dare try conclusions with her ? Ah, here she 
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comes !. See how she sends the turf scudding. 
Our friend Spencer will hold his life in his hands. 
You fair ladies can imagine yourselves back in the 
good old Roman days, looking down upon a game 
of life and death. Was it not a happy thought of 
mine to provide you with such an entertainment ? 
I believe/' added the King reflectively, “ that the 
Romans thoroughly understood women." 

The speaker's glance met for a second that of the 
lady ; both smiled, then she cast down her lids. 

I am afraid, sir," said she, “ that I have very 
little Roman courage about me. I am afraid that 
I should have sickened in the circus. But your 
Majesty is jesting, I am sure : our professor's life 
is too precious to all of us to be lightly risked." 

Weil," said the King, still smiling, and glancing 
across her towards Rochester, who felt a little sur- 
prised at the cynical attitude of this enlightened 
Monarch, it is not too late to stop him yet " — 
and he half turned round, as though to call up his 
Equerry. 

Oh no I cried the lady, quickly raising her 

The King moved away, laughing to himself, wMe 
the Countess, turning to the Duke, said in an under- 

/'If I know our countr5mian, that would be a 
harder fall for his pride than any he is likely to find 
on yonder ground/' 

As she spoke, a slight flush, like a flame within 
an alabaster lamp, mounted to her face, and the 
Duke, gazing at her, thought that for the smile of 
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such a woman a man might gaily go to meet death 
itself. 

By this time the trainer, by spur and whip, had 
driven his steed to face tbe stand, and there reined 
it to a halt. It was an exquisite, satin-skinned 
creature, but its bright bay coat showed foam- 
stained and distressed already, its ears were thrown 
back, its e^'eballs starting. The rider glanced up 
and saluted, then sat motionless like a bronze statue 
with unrelaxing hand and mien. 

Wliat an ugly brute the fellow is ! said Roch- 
ester, unpleasantly struck by the fleshy, lowering 
countenance, 

“ Say, rather, what a magnificent animal ! said 
the Countess. ** See, he sits that fretting sieed 
as though he were one with it. His Majesty spoke 
of the Roman games ; I wonder if I should really 
have liked them ? What a gladiator this man might 
have been ! ” she added musingly. 

She disengaged a dainty eyeglass .mounted on a 
long handle, delicately chased and gemmed, and 
lifted it to her eyes. “ One can count the muscles 
of his thigh,” she remarked. Ah ! Spencer ap- 
proaches. He is holding spurs — ^no, a bit, I declare ! 
Heavens ! how handsome he looks, and what a 
contrast I ” 

The watchers above now saw, rather than heard, 
the Englishman exchange a few words with the 
trainer, upon which the latter suddenly dismounted 
and went to the mare's head. 

'"Stand back, my man,” said Spencer; then, 
taking the bridle himself, he proceeded to soothe and 
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flatter the terrified animal, passed Ms hand caress- 
ingly oyer nose and neck, drew down her head by 
the forelock, and looked into her eyes, talking to 
her the wMle as one who understood ail that was 
passing in her mind. As she submitted, after a 
moment or two, with evident pleasure, to his han- 
dling, he next deliberately divested her of her bit, a 
cumbrous and cothplicated instrument of torture, 
and with a firm yet delicate hand inserted between 
the bruised jaws the simple hunting-snaffle which 
he had been carrying. 

‘'Great God i - cried a grating voice at Roch- 
ester's ear, “ what is the fellow doing ? That curb 
was especially devised under my directions. She 
will be quite imeontroliable now. Madman ! he 
wants to kill the mare as well as Mmself.'' 

" Do not distress yourself, Herr von Sachs,*" re- 
plied Neiiberg. “ Mr. Spencer generally knows 
what he is about, and you may have every con- 
fidence that if he attempts to ride Zuieika on the 
snaffle, it is because she can best be ridden on the 
snaffle," 

Rochester glanced over his shoulder to see Neu- 
berg smiling confidently down upon the infuriated 
countenance of the Master of the Horse. A little 
further av/ay the King, a thundercloud gathering 
upon his brow, stood with folded arms. It w’’as 
evident that the Philosopher's favour was trembling 
in the balance. 

" I hope there is really no danger," the Queen 
was heard to murmur, glancing apprehensively at 
her Royal spouse. 


YOUNG APRIL. 171 

Below, Spencer, his hand upon the mare’s glossy 
shoulder, stood watching her as she craned her neck 
and champed her new bit with evident relief. He 
held up Herr von Sachs’ model a moment, as if to 
show the King its monstrous links and curves, then 


tossed it %vith a disgusted look to the trainer. Then 


he gathered the reins slowly into his grasp, and 
mounted easily — so easily that it seemed as if it 
must be the simplest matter in the world. 

There was a second’s breathless pause ; the mare 
plunged, hung up her head, and flung out her feet. 
Spencer leaned forward, soothing and flattering once 
more. All at once she broke under his touch into 
a hand-galiop, and round the field they flew with 
the sweep of a swallow. 

'' Ah,” cried the Countess softty, brealdng the 
silence, '' beautiful. That is beautiful. How he 
sits. Like a Greek hero. See the ease of grip, the 
grace of that leg from hip to toe ; it is that of the 
young Lapitha on the Parthenon frieze. And what 
paces has that mare 1 Velvet — music 1 ” 

Herr von Sachs,” said the King, turning sud- 
denly round to the officer, who, livid, had with- 
drawn from the balustrade, “ do not go away. On 
the contrary, come here and take a lesson in horse- 
manship.” 
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CHAPTER XXI. 




The grass was vivid green below, the sky delicate 
blue in the distance, gay dappled-wMte overhead ; 
the breeze' blew from the south-east and shook the 
budding branches in wanton meniment ; the sun 
shone on the saplings with the love of the father 
for the growing beings of his nialdng. Young April 
reigned supreme. 

Rochester's soul unfolded like the striving nature 
around him to a hundred new and sweet impres- 
sions — expanded with a feeling of joyous life which 
was almost poignant. Upon her sudden outcry of 
admiration, the Countess had turned to him for 
sympathy; for:a niinute she had laid her hand, 
lithely and warmly alive, as if unconsciously upon 
his wounded arm, and the very pain of the pressure 
was delight. He had looked for a moment dose 
into her eyes, now dark with a sudden dilation of 
pupil. This emotion of hers was not aroused by 
him, but he could have sworn that before hand and 
gaze were withdrawn some soft acknowledgment of 
his own well-favoured presence had been granted 
to him. 

In the jSush of this new joy he felt generous enough 
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to be able to regard his countryman’s success below 
with almost pleasurable admiration. 

Neuberg, with dancing blue eyes and an ever- 
recurring smile on his good-humoured lip, was swim- 
ming in unmixed satisfaction. The Court ladies, 
grouped together in colours as faintly bright as the 
beds of spring hyacinths behind them that sent 
their matchless incense abroad with every swing of 
the breeze, fluttered and twittered together. The 
King, although keeping Sachs wincing under the 
occasional roll of his eye, now let the full effulgence 
of his Royal favour shine out where but a few 
moments before he had shown nothing but gather- 
ing clouds. 

If his Master of the Horse had proved himself an 
ass, at least his chosen guide and friend, his Philos- 
opher, had proved himself more than equal to the 
occasion ; the Royal perspicacity was ratified : it 
•was well for him who had thus ratified it. 

Unconscious alike of admiration, astonishment or 
gracious approval, the Philosopher and the mare 
thoroughly enjoying themselves in each other’s 
company, were careering round the enclosure where 
the excellence of the turf, the beauty of the day, 
the light kind hand of the one and the admirable 
paces of the other, combined to intoxicate their 
spirits. 

Did I not say that my old Michael always knows 
what he is about ? ” said Neuberg, as the rider now 
came quietly trotting towards them once more. 

" Bravo ! ” said the King affably. The Professor 
drew up gently below the terrace and, taking off Ms 
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hat, bowed and looked up smiling. There was an 
immediate sound of fair clapping hands, enthusiastic 
if thin. Well, Mr. Spencer^ said the King, “I 
declare we would put you at the head of our stables 
were it not that we cannot spare you from our 
council-room ; but you must teach us your secret.” 

Sire,” said Spencer, as still bare-headed he bent 
forward and flattered the satin neck that arched 
itself under the caress, '' there is no secret. It is 
but the simple rule which may apply to our dealings 
alike with man and beast. How often are beings 
charged with vice which is but that of their masters' 
making I Your Majesty remembers, perhaps, what 
our Shakespeare says— 

“ Ah, I expected you there,” cried the King ; 
** well, what says your Shakespeare ? ” 

' Deal mildly with his youth ; for hot young 
colts, being raged, do rage the more/ ” 

** Does he say so indeed ? Well, Mr. Spencer, 
you seem at any rate to be on tolerable understand- 
ing with that incurably vicious animal— eh. Colonel 
Sachs ? How do you like her, my friend ? ” 

Like her 1 ” echoed Spencer. Plis voice was 
wont to wax rich and loud under the stress of any 
enthusiasm ; it now rolled up to them without the 
loss of an inflection. Will your Majesty allow me 
once more to borrow better words than my own ? 
Why, ' It is a theme as fluent as the sea. . . . Tis 
a subject for a sovereign to reason on, and for a 
sovereign's sovereign to ride on. . . , When I be- 
stride her, 1 soar, I am a hawk ; she trots the air, 
the earth sings when she touches it ; the basest 
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I- horn of her hoof is more musical than the pipe of | 

Hermes ^ 

'' Dear sir/' said the Queen, la5?ing her hand upon 
the King's shoulder, and whispering in his ear. ; 

He interrupted her with a rebuking glance. 

'' It was even my intention/' said he, with dig- 
nit}?^ ; and she fell away from him with a deprecating 
air, while he leant once more over the balustrade. 

When you bestride her you soar ! " repeated he, 
with a graciousness of tone and look which no one 
knew better how to assume. Then is she more 
fitted to bear genius. Herr von Sachs, ^mu will be ^ 

good enough to see that Zuleika be immediately | 

transferred to the Palace stables, and to understand 
that she now belongs to Mr. Spencer." i: 

^ Spencer bowed down to the very saddlebow. 

Here the Countess, v/ho had not moved in her > 

attitude of intent wntching, now shifted her ardent ; 

sphinx-like gaze from the Cavalier-Philosopher, 
straightened her slender figure, and turned round. 

'' A noble gift nobly bestowed ! " cried she, with 
the privilege of one whose voice may be ever heard. 

And, turning to the King, she swept him a courtesy, 0 

which was as delicately graceful in sentiment as in ■ 
execution. 

The King acknowledged the salutation by a bend || 
of the head, a gleam of the eye, and a smile. ;; 

I am cold," said the Queen, di'awing a white 
crepe shawl about her. Ladies, shall we not with- 
draw ? " she sighed and shivered. f ' 

Spencer came bounding up the steps. ' 

As the little flock drew away, the Countess lin- / 


gered a moment, looked at him, over her shoulder, .4 
and appeared to hesitate. Then she slowly gathered 
the bunch of violets from her belt. Spencer, seeing 
the gesture and the look, went straight to her with 
outstretched hands. 

No,'' she said, not all— half." 

She divided the little bunch, gave him one half, 
warm and fragrant, and, holding the other to her 
lips, slowly moved on. 

‘‘ Ail the honours are yours this afternoon, my 
friend," said the King, who, with a reflective smfle, 
had watched Spencer place the flowers in his breast- 
pocket. 

The Countess wheeled round at the words. 

Kings confer," said she, “ subjects receive, 
honours." 

She swept a parting look upon them, which fell 
before the King's eye with the effect almost of an 
obeisance, lingered upon Spencer as a caress, and 
rapidly included Rochester, standing a little in the 
background, with what he felt was a delicate en- 
couragement. , 


CHAPTER XXII. 


, ' ' 
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Rochester woke with tlie dawn, and was struck 
with a sense of Ms own faithlessness. , He had passed 
the first day in the capital without even trying to 
see Eva ! — Eva, who had first revealed to his blind 
puppy eyes what womanhood meant to manhood — 
Eva, the enchantress who had whisked him away 
from the insufferable life of tutelage into the fairy 
realm of liberty, adventure, endless possibilities ; 
the kind nurse who had Vvatched by Ms bedside, and 
wept divine womanly tears over his wounds ; against 
whose warm bosom he had laid his cheek ! How 
churlish ! how fickle 1 how ungrateful I 
What spell had an hour in the company of another 
woman wrought upon him that it should thus have 
power to beMm, belittle, nay, render Mm almost 
ashamed of, what had been so sweet, so wonderful, 
so beautiful ? What spirit ol unrest and trouble 
had this Grafin breathed into him that he should be 
driven from good-fellowship to spend the hours till 
far into the night in solitary rambles, profitless fan- 
tastic self-communings ? — hours full of most myste- 
rious yet most dear distress. Yet it was of Eva that 
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he had dreamed. And in his dream the turmoil had .4. 
given place to peace. ^ • 

He rose as early as his host, and, ha\dng seen him 
depart upon Ihs morning round of duty, went forth 
himself to seek some florist's where he could pur- 
chase a peace-offering that would smooth the way to 
pardon. 

Bearing triumphantly a vast bundle of hot-house 
heliotrope, faint-scented, heavy-headed hot-house 
roses, and a sheaf of iily-of-the-valley, prim, slender, 
exquisite in its pointed green and tremulous white, 
he turned his steps to seek the quiet stx-eet where he 
had parted from the Singer. 

The Cathedral bells were clashing. An April 
shower of rain had just spent its pettish fury and the 
sun shone brightly upon a fresh-washed town. The S" 
door of the lodgings was open, and a little red« 
cheeked, bare-armed, maid was on her knees, slop- 
ping water over the flags as if in indoor imitation 
of the skies. She nodded with an innocently rosy 
smile at the pretty, pale young gentleman. "'Oh, 
yes, the lady was up ; would he give liimself the 
trouble to walk straight up the stairs and knock at 
the first door ? 

And as he mounted the narrow wooden steps Eva's 
glorious voice came flooding down to him, as liquid, 
as free, and as golden as the spring sunshine itself. 

He remembered the first time he had drunk in that 
sound — ^not quite a week ago. How far back it 
seemed ! Eva's voice had already become part of 
Ms life. 

He stood a moment outside the door, listening to 
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her brisk step, to the internipted cadence of her song ; 
then he knocked, and, being unheard, gently opened 
the door. 

Eva, mth a white kerchief tied over her streaming 
hair, clad in a flowered muslin morning gown, crack- 
ling clean from the wash, open to the throat and short 
to the elbow, was flitting about the room, shifting 
the furniture, re-arranging her flowers, giving, it 
seemed, the thousand and one dainty touches to 
her surroundings by which women love to bring their 
chattels into harmon^j' with themselves. 

There was a wholesome freshness in the very air. 
The plain little room shone with cleanliness. Neu- 
berg's spring flowers bloomed and exhaled fresh 
scents of field and wood from an old-fashioned 
majolica bowL 

Eva, with her long ropes of hair curling and 
crisping as they dried after the bath, with her round 
white arms, her fine-grained flusliing cheek, her spot- 
less muslin, was herself as sweet, as fresh, as fragrant 
as any wood-blossom. 

She whisked round suddenly and saw her visi- 
tor. 

So,” said she, and looked at him for a moment 
with round eyes and pursed grave lips. Then she 
made him a dip, like a country girl. La ! '' she 
cried, '' and who may this fine gentleman be ? ” 
Next she straightened herself, folded her arms and 
measured him with proud and reproachful look. 

Ah, you may well blush, young man 1 One day 
at court and old friends forgot ! ” 

1 protest,” he cried ; but the fine ingenuous 
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shades of crimson that chased each other over his 
cheek protested louder and more truthfully. “ I -4 
had the headache last night, and was not company 
for a cat/' 

Oh, is that what you call it/' said she — “ the 
headache ? I thought it was the heart had been at 
fault. There, I dare it was both. It is the way 
with cMldren/' she continued from the pretty height 
of her own twenty years' experience. A new toy, 
a new game — ^good-morning I ” She blew a kiss 
into the air, unfolded her arms, shook out the pleats 
of her flowery gown, and was once again the original 
Beau-Sourire. “ Now," she said, with her wide 
smile — that smile which seemed to lay her frank, 
joyous soul bare before the naked eye, so different 
from the other smile that had bewitched, mystified, 
him yesterday, that had promised, and yet held ^ 
close, things unutterable — " now, I wonder who 
those flowers are for ? For me ? Is it possible ? 

How good of you ! Oh, the darlings I You know 
that, when I see flowers, I always want to gather 
them. When I see pretty children, I always want 
to hug them. And I think," added Eva, as she 
dandled her posy and dipped her face into it, I will 
tell you a httle secret ; I think I hke to have people's 
love, too. It is warm ; it is good ; it is life/' She 
paused, and looked beyond him ; and the old wist- 
ful yearning grew in her eyes. And yet," she said, 
there is one blossom which it seems will never 
bloom for me, and 1 fear that I shall never clasp but 
other mothers' children. Well, who knows ? This 
is the green month of hope. Shall every dumb dove 
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have her chosen mate, every ewe her lamb, and not 
Eva ? " 

She threw her arms tip behind her head and stood 
in the sunpour, and Rochester ^ thought he had 
never seen so glorious an embodiment of youth 
and beauty and womanhood. He could almost 
hear the rich red blood beat in her arteries, feel 
the strength of the sinews beneath that satin skin, 
the ripe perfection of life. Was such a one to have 
no mate ? 

Yesterday's enthralment seemed still to lie in his 
brain, an unsolved problem, a tantalisation that was 
almost a pain. But his heart expanded to the old 
warm charm with a sense of unmixed rest and pleas- 
ure — '' Dear, eartlily, human, laughing Eva ! " as 
Neuberg said. 

Eva dear/" said he coaxingly, in the familiar 
way which, unrebuked, he had likewise been per- 
mitted to assume, “ I feel that I could love you veiy 
much, if you would let me."" 

Eva wheeled upon him as he sidled up to her with 
his left arm extended invitingly, arrested his prog- 
ress with one quick glance, and then burst out 
laughing. 

“ You ? "" said she ; I dare sa 3 r. No, no, my 
dear little man, neither you with your heliotrope nor 
yet Neuberg, poor fellow ! with Ms primroses. Very 
sweet they are, and dear boys are both of you — and 
I should be the poorer without them and yqu. But 
there is a note you have not struck to start the song 
of my soul, and strike it, I fear, neither of you ever 
will, and so there is no good serenading. And, by 
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the way, how is the arm ? What brings yon here sc^ 

early?"' 

I dreamed of yon/" said the Duke, with a senti™' 
mental look. 

Oh ! " said Eva, as she vanished into the next: 
room to fill a fiower*vase. '''' And I was very nice ? "" 
•she asked when she came" back. "'Take carer 
dreams, yon'- know, .'..go,. by contraries. Weil, since’ 
you are here, you m3.y sttxy a little while ; but you 
find me busy. I have, you see, just washed my hair, , 
and when I have tidied my room — since I had to 
send that un^ateful pair of servants of mine pack- 
ing, I have everytliing to do myself — I must begin 
to study my part. You shall be audience — critic, 
if you like/' 

The Duke sat astride on one of the cane-chairs, 
and watched her as she moved. She took a sprig of 
heliotrope, a rose, and a spike of iily-of-the- valley, 
and fastened them in her bosom. Then she bent 
her head and sniffed at them, and looked up and 
smiled at the donor. " Dear Eva ! " thought he 
again to himself, and Ms whole being swam in a 
sunny sea of content. 

"" How do you like my rooms ? " she asked, whisk- 
■ ing the kerchief off her head, to wipe up some watet 
that had overflowed from a vase. “ Neuberg chose 
them for me— the good soul ! to the very letter 
what I had commanded. Comfortably within my 
means. With people, respectable, proper — oh, how 
proper ! And a good motherly dame into the bar- 
gain : my very address is a letter of recommenda- 
tion. For a poor girl alone/" said she, pausing a 
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^second to make a ball of her kerchief and throw it 
"through the half-open door, “with you heedless 
young men trooping in with bouquets at eight o’clock 
in the morning, the advantage is enormous ! They 
-look home-like already, do they not ? ’’ 

' Following her glance, Rochester gazed round upon 
ta curious mixture of meagre simplicity and lurary. 
A couple of richly-brocaded cushions, out of the 
travelling carriage, lay on the plain green rep sofa ; 
■silver-mounted crystals were strewn on the ugly 
little chiffonier ; a tiny Vernis Martin clock stood 
on the extinct white china stove ; a piece of Persian 
embroidery, glowing with the, tones of a peacock’s 
feather, was flung over the new piano. 

“ In Vienna,” said she, “ one has to fight so hard 
for one’s position, that I should have been lost had 
I been seen in rooms like these. I had my carriage 
there, young man, and two men-servants, besides 
that wretched girl. Not a penny laid by, I assure 
you. But here, in this little place, I shall econo- 
mise.” She laughed, as if the bare idea were a huge 
joke. “ La ! there goes the door bell ! My accom- 
panist, I am sure, and my hair not dry yet ! ” she 
ran her fingers through it, and held it out from 
her shoulders like wings ; it fell below her waist, 
with the luxuriance that characterised the whole 
; woman. , ' 

“ Never mind,” she said, and threw it back. “ It 
will be all the better for the disconsolate heroine. 
’Gome in^! 

The accompanist halted on the tlireshold to stare 
from the dishev-elled Diva to the pale, cool ynnn g 



man with his arm in a sling, who seemed established 
in her intimacy. He had a long, saliovv face, protu- 
berant eyes, long, straw-coloured, plastered hair. 
Nervousness was oozing from every pore. Poverty 
rode him in his garments, but on his brow sat 
'Music. 

The Duke glanced at him, and then to Eva with a 
smile; but she had suddenly become metamor- 
phosed into another woman — an Eva Visconti he 
had not yet met, Eva the worker. 

Good-morning, Herr Pzriborzki ; you have 
brought the score, I see. Come, my friend, to the 
clavier ; we have a hard day before us.“ 

He struck a note, she pitched her voice. His 
bony fingers flew with a master touch and ran in 
ll':, 'peariy ripples. 

i, Now they were both all music, and the Duke gazed " 

I as a man might upon the evolutions of beings from 

another sphere. They repeated, they hung upon 
one note ; she tried it from one attitude, then from 
another ; she trilled till the air vibrated again ; now 
■ from wide-open mouth issued a rushing torrent of 

sound, which shook the narrow limits of the room 
with its impetuous volume, now a rivulet of 
: melody as smooth as a silk thread made the world 

swoon. 

At length Eva stopped. 

A little respite,” she said. 


Herr Pzriborzki mopped his dripping brow and 
became once more acutely conscious of his insignifi- 
cant personality. 



,1 Rochester became aware that his eyes and mouth 
were still round signals of wonder. You thought 
singers grev/ on walls like peaches, I suppose ? that 
one had a voice like the nightingale ; one had only to 
open one's beak and out it comes ? Charming gift, 
happ37 bird ! Ah, friend Pzriborzki, we know better, 
do we not ? Music is a hard mistress, and her vo- 
taries are slaves. A voice, sir, is as hard to build 
as a palace. You may have the site, you may have 
the stones aiiQ you must have them, of course i 
but before you can raise the edifice which is going 
to delight yourself and all beholders, ah me, what 
labour 1 Stone by stone, note by note ! What 
precautions! An indigestion— a hurricane 1 a sore 
throat *an earthquake 1 Cracked from roof to 
cellar for your pains. And, O Lord, the repairs 1 
And then, she went on, “ it is not as if one were a 
great composer, or painter, or architect, or writer ; 
barely have you had time to breathe and enjoy, and 
say : It is done, when— patatra !— the whole place 
comes crumbling down about your ears. Finished ! 
finished 1 Before you laiow where you are, you are 
old and silent, and only memory is left. Ah, it is 
but fair that the singer should reign Oueen — whil e 
she lasts ! '' 

Xhe idea, as she formulated it, seemed to strike 
her with a cruel force, Wdth a sorrowful curve upon 
her mouth she stood for a moment staring out into 
the blue, like one reading her fate. The poor musi- 
cian rolled Ms pale eye towards her, the words of 
burning sympathy welling up in his soul, only to 
perish upon his bashful tongue. 
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“Come, come,” said she, all of a sudden, and 
tapped him hard on the shoulder, “ to work ! We 
will keep to the first act, if you please.” 

And wires and voice fell once more into har- 
mony. 




CHAPTER XXIII. 

Across the thrill of a brarnira passage there rang 
from the street below a clatter of horses’ hoofs. A 
minute later the jingling of spurs, the sound of a 
steel scabbard smiting the banisters, the creaking of 
the wooden stairs under a hasty tread, mingled with 
the dying fall of a high note. 

" Come in ! ” sang she, anticipating the knock, 
and weaving the woi'ds into her score. 

Blue and silver filled the doorway, surmounted by 
Neuberg’s smile ; a little behind, the serene lines of 
Spencer’s countenance were cut like a cameo upon 
the shadow. Eva turned her eyres upon them, for- 
bidding inteiTuption, and her tapping finger peremp- 
torily maintained the accompanist in a straight 
course, as he showed sign of waVering. 

With a pantomimic grimace at Rochester, express- 
ing much surprise and indignation at finding himself 
thus early forestalled, Neuberg slid into a chair and 
bent forward, his elbows on Iris knees, to drink in with 
ems and eyes every grace of his beloved. Folding 
Ms arms reposefully, Spencer leant against the door- 
post, and soon Ms eyes wandered from the face of 
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I the singer to the square of blue sky, the network of 

| - budding lime-trees outside the window. And upon 4 

the wings of her voice his thoughts seemed to take 
flight to distant regions. 

The herome’s last song in the first act was, of 
course, a love-song, and Rochester soon became 
aware, iwth some amusement, a little pity, and a 
good deal of pique (not the pique of love, but the 
pique of a young man’s self-love, which is, perhaps, 
the most constant, the most irritable, the most tor- 
menting of all his soul’s companions), that it was to 
Spencer alon^ that Eva sang it ; that, moreover, 
she now sang with a passion wMch far outstripped 
the former careful art and method. 

The last note melted away in such exquisite grada- 
tion that it seemed only the absolute silence that 
revealed its cessation. 

Eva stood, blushing, and looked to Spencer as a 
child looks for approval. He woke with a start, as 
from a dream, came forward, took both her hands, 
and kissed them. 

“ Oh, my dear child,” said he, “ you have trans- 
ported me — I don’t know where — into those in- 
describable la nds which are beyond the reach of 
words ! What a power it is that you carry in that 
white throat ! For not only do you voice the souls 
of great musicians, who without you would be dumb, 
but you set other men’s souls taking up the strain 
and making music too.” 

She smiled, but her eye was wistful and dissatis- 
fied as it searched his face. She felt the emotion 
raised in him, felt, as it were, the presence of Love ^ 
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but a thousand instincts told her she had neverthe- 
less no real share in it. 

“ Divine Jiva ! said Neuberg rliapsodically, 
caught a frill of her starched muslin and Idssed it 
fervently. 

Does does the gracious lady require me any 
more ? ” stammered Herr Pzriborzki, turning away 
a fluttering and apprehensive eye, like that of a 
netted rabbit. 

She hesitated a moment ; then : 

“ Come again at five,” she said. “ I have had 
enough for tins morning.” 

In an agony of politeness, the musician made his 
four separate bows, found himself mercifully near 
the door, and fled. 

Is tms the sort of early worm you pick up of a 
mOTning, you_ nightingale ? ” said Neuberg, idiotic 
witn iirepressibie love, pointing to Rochester as he 
spoke. 

“ It is not usually so much to the worm's advan- 
tage to be up so early,” retorted Rochester, with 
some complacency. 

“Leave my wormlet alone,” said Eva. “And, 
talking of little worms, about that foundling of 
yours, Spencer ; has anyone thought of making the 
poor thing a Christian ? I want to be godmother, 
you know. She shall be cafled Eva, poor little 
daughter of Eve ! ” 

You women keep the world warm with your 
kind hearts,” said Spencer in a low voice. “ Another 
beautiful lady,” he went on — and a little embarrass- 
ment, strange in one who was never yet known to be 
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embarrassed, crept into voice and manner — has 
forestalled yon. So harmoniously do gracious 
thoughts spring/' 

Eva's whole bright face changed, darkened like 
a suddenly clouded sky. 

“ Ah ! And what is the child's name to be ? " 
she asked at length in a voice from' which all life 
had fled. 

Julia/' replied he. 

Julia;” repeated she, and lingered over the 
liquid s^dlables with harsh intonation. 

Rochester felt himself flush. Neuberg averted 
his eyes. 

“ I think,” said Eva abruptly, '' if you do not 
mind, my good friends, that I am very tired. I 
must ask you to leave me.” 

She strove to cloak her pain with a dignity as new 
to her as Spencer’s conscious and troubled air to 
him. The three men filed out with a futile attempt 
to CBiry off the situation. 

Outside in the street they halted for a moment 
and looked at each other. 

Oh, what a selfish animal lam!” cried Neuberg, 
and stamped his foot, '' Here have I been rejoicing 
these two days to think that the coast was being 
cleared for me. And it was sorrow preparing for 
my poor girl. She would never give up hope before 
— till she knew you loved elsewhere.” 

“ I tMnk,” said Spencer, that I will walk home 
alone,” 

‘ And so will I,” said Neuberg. 

Rochester lingered awhile. Another storm was 
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threatening in the April sky. The street had grown 
quite dark. In his mind’s eye he saw Eva, her hands 
outstretched on the table, her face pressed down 
upon them, weeping. Yet as he walked slowly 
and aimlessly forward, he found himself repeating 
the name of “ Julia.” 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

I inform the Countess of your presence/' said 
the maid to the Duke. 

She was tall and lithe, with that false air of her 
mistress which these confidential servants have the 
talent of taking to themselves. She turned with a 
flounce of skirts and lace apron, and left upon him 
an impression of flashing teeth, a sallow face, and 
half-hidden rose-coloured knot. She was coquet- h 
tish, somehow, yet eminently de grande maison. 

He had been handed from the Palace door-keeper 
to the Jager that guarded the discreet portals of 
the Countess de Lucena's apartments ; from him 
delivered to a supple backed, mellifluous Italian 
major-domo, who, while conducting him to the ante- 
chamber, professed himself unable to pronounce upon 
his mistress's readiness to receive visits. But the 
soubrette who now admitted him into the inner 
sanctuary seemed to carry the key of the situation. 

She took the Duke's card and declared that her lady- 
ship would be with him in a few minutes. 


It was part of the young Englishman's upbringing 
that he should regard the ceremonial that surrounds 
rank as a natural and necessarv element in existence. 
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throwing him heart and soul into the 
almost Bohemian emancipation of his present life, 
he never lost the consciousness that it would be but 
a brief experience ; that his passage through it was 
a mere caprice ; that his real vocation lay amid 
the dignities, the honours and the formalities that 
awaited him in England. 

It was, therefore, with a sensation of returning to 
his own proper atmosphere that he trod the thick 
pile carpets and that he coldly addressed the low- 
voiced decorous attendants. While awaiting his 
hostess, he looked round upon her habitation with 
approving eyes. 

The French taste, the florid gilding, the general 
crimson rnagniflcence of what he had seen of the 
•% King's Palace had seemed to his fastidious eye 
garish and barbarous. Flere was what he was accus- 
tomed to. At first all looked veiy subdued ; bro- 
cades mellowed by age into such softness of tints 
that the magnificence of their texture passed almost 
iinperceived ; inlaid cabinets of Italian work, over 
the mosaic of whose curved flanks the matchless 
polish of years had cast a luminous yellow^ glow like 
that which at once softens and heightens the tones 
of old pictures. There v/as a flash of olive bronze 
in corners and recesses ; a sheen of painted leather ; 
a glint of gold on the curvetting Florentine frames. 
Here an enamel glowed with deep fires from dim 
settings ; there, books in ancient garbs all brown and 
ivory yellow, ran an uneven race round the wails, 
hand "high. Brown brightening into gold, melting 
into amber, fading yet again to ivory : that was the 
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perv'ading niotif—tlas palms, rising tropicail}' Mgh, 
the bowls of violets purple and mauve, the single 
jar of delicate lilac, only accentuated the ruling 
harmony. 

If a woman desires to create a strong impression, 
it is not bad policy on her part to give a man time to 
absorb the atmosphere of her usual surroundings — 
for the surroundings reflect her personality as the 
mother-of-pearl shell the pearl itself. 

As Rochester stood and gazed, an extraordinary 
impression of beauty, of costliness and voluptuous 
luxury took possession of his senses. Do-wn to the 
smallest detail there was nothing in that room that 
did not seem to have an artistic as well as an actual 
value. But, above all, it was the Beautiful that 
had been sought. It was less of a lady’s boudoir 
than a temple to the cult of Beauty ; and the eye 
and the hand that had filled it had been more moved 
by the antique Greek notion than by any medieval 
mysticism or latter-day eclecticism. To the Count- 
ess de Lucena, as to the Greeks of old, the Beautiful 
seemed to have found its highest expression in the 
perfection of the human form. No single one of 
the many exquisite bronze figures but had been 
chosen as representing some type of physical beauty ; 
whether it were the almost feminine grace of a young 
Antinous, or the sapling slenderness of an Apollo, 
the airy figure of a flying Mercury or the splendour of 
a Discobolus’s braced muscles; or yet the calm, 
chaste strength of a Diana. Nothing that hinted of 
age or of violent emotion, or any phase of the strug- 
gling side of existence, had been admitted within 
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iv.'' 

’ 1 these walls— nothing but what breathed of the 


flower of youth, of the first ripeness of. manhood, or 


of the serenity of God-iike power, and all else in the 


room was made cognate with these types. 

;k’v 

The Duke looked wonderingly around. He had 

' f ' 

seen the original of many of these treasures in his 


late wanderings ; but he had seen them then with 
tired, iridifler.ent eyes. Here, for the first time, to 
his naturally refined soul, the eternal power of 
beauty, the true spirit of art, began to whisper their 


reveaiiag messages. ■ 


And when an unseen door rolled noiselessly back, 
and, most beautiful of all beautiful things in that 
deliberately beautiful room, the Countess herself 
came in upon him, with no more sound than a faint 
^ rustle, halted on the great lion skin on the hearth, 

where the logs smouldered with faint odour of forest ; 

i spice, and stood for a moment, very upright and still, ii 

1 

j looking at him smiling with lids half-closed, it seemed i 

iff' 

to him as if some wonderful antique dream of divine :| 

|t|V. 

loveliness had been clothed with life at last, j 

Her garments were of the tint of the morning j 

mists, faintly wolet ; her hair, an impalpable brown, i 

sprang nimbus-like from the ivory ‘of her face. ! 


1 Half goddess ” — the Duke looked at her with 1 

1 ' ' 

earnest, ardent young eyes — whole goddess ! i 

thouglit he. And in her filmy garb he seemed to ■ 1 

see her rise divine and dazzling — vision material- | 

ised : Phoebe, toerging from the clouds — Phosbe, 
or rather Diana, before the bewildered gaze of the 1 


aw^akened Endymion, a revelation at once of | 

divinity and of love! He was all miconscious 

kn’- i 


L." 

7 IKS 

;:i ^ 

f-:i ■ ' . 

ii ' ' 

:.m| 


that to her, with his own stripling grace, he 
looked, despite Ms modern disguise, as if the 
bronze of her young Narcissus had taken to itself 
a warmth of living fiesli. 

“It is very good of you to come and see me, 
Duke/' said the goddess in English, and held out 
her hand. 

And Rochester fell from the heights of Latmus, 

“ Wliolly grande darnel '' — ^the very incarnation 
of modem aristocracy, civilization, refinement. 

How had he come upon such heathen thoughts ? 

She passed over Ms momentary confusion with 
ease. He found himself seated beside her on the 
sofa, talldng glibly of himself and of Ms affairs, 
before he had had time to realise how it came about. 

She knew some of his relations in England ; in 
fact, they were actually connected by marriage. 

Her father had known Mm during the latter's brief 
diplomatic career. She took the boy's absolute in- 
dependence as a matter of fact, touched upon Ms 
wanderings without surprise or too much curiosity. 

She made Mm feel a man ; she made Mm feel the 
Duke, for she treated Mm as an equal, yet with a 
subtle show of appreciation for Ms rank. 

To some women it seems a great art to make men 
pleased with them. But there are a few others that 
rise to the Mgher art of making men pleased with 
themselves, and those are the women whose irre- 
sistible fascination puzzles and enrages their less 
successful rivals. 

“ And so you have been in Italy ? " she said. 

“My Italy! the land of beauty I You know" — ^ 





YOUNG APRIL. • ^ _ 197 

^ she spoke confidentially — I am very proud of being 
an English woman ; I would not exchange my birth- 
right to sit on a throne. But though I was a mere 
child when I went to Italy, I felt as if I had come 
home : everything there was familiar to me, every- 
thing sweet. With the intellect, you see, I am 
English ; with the heart, a daughter of the South. 
Or, as I sometimes think, it is only my blood that is 
English, while my soul is that of some antique 
Roman lady wdio lived in a dream of marble palaces, 
or, at least, of some early renaissance Tuscan who 
ruled with the Medici in an age given up to the glory 
of living. Whatever I was, I was a pagan/' she said. 
‘‘ Do you believe, Duke, in the transmigration of 

% Here she smiled ; and Rochester, bewildered al- 
ready, lost every thread of connected thought in 
the contemplation of those curving lips and those 
narrowing eyes. 

I do not know," he stammered. 

'' Oh, you," she went on, with just a faint note of 
laughter that rippled the veiled evenness of her voice, 
'' of course not ! Are you not going to be one of the 
pillars of our glorious English Cljurch and Constitu- 
tion ? — ^unless, indeed, you, too, have some sort of a 
pagan soul hidden within you. Do you Imow, you 
look as if you might have known the days when the 
beautiful gods of old walked the earth sometimes. 
Come, confess ; you remember sacrificing to Pan in 
some mountain temple ? I for one remember dis- 
tinctly when I was a Canephora in the pageants of 
f Spring. Every April I feel it within me : I am sure 
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you do the same. I am sure we met in those deli- 
cious da3/s — look at me, have you forgotten ? Only 
two thousand years— you cannot have forgotten so 
soon ! ” 

She looked at him ; and he, looking back again, 
was all lost in the wonder of eyes that seemed to 
change their shade from light to dark, from mockery 
to eamest-like cloud-reflecting lakes ; now wide open, 
the iris shone large, yellow-gray, as water under 
a dull sky. ; but even as he looked the pupils ex- 
panded and spread and enveloped him in a soft 
velvet twiUght. Whatever soul he had, whether 
antique or modem, from that moment he surren- 
dered it to her. 

“ As for me,” she pursued dreamily, “ I am con- 
stantly meeting with souls that I have known in old- 
world days — ^Mr. Spencer, for instance; I am con- 
vinced I knew him in Attica, when he paced the 
Lyceum, and lured by the music of his speech all 
that was noble in the youth of the land.” 

“ Mr. Spencer seems a very original person.” said 
the Duke, with a shade of flatness in his tone. Then, 
half choked by the beating of his own audacious 
heart : “ What did;we do,” he asked, “ when we met 
two thousand years ago ? ” 

She did not answer, but only looked at him again, 
and presently her lips parted mth a little secret 
smile, which seeing, for veiy innocence, he blushed 
and cast down his eyes. When she next addressed 
him, she had fallen back into the easy manner of the 
woman of the world. 

‘ Oh,” she said, “ how I must be shocking you ! 
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g Yon do not know me yet, you see. Do not tell 
them ill England about this confession of faith ; let 
them think that my creed is still mapped up in 
the Thirty-nine Articles/' And she laughed lightly. 

The Duke longed to speak, to find something 
brilliant to sa.y. He would have given a great deal to 
have shown himseif clever, aspiring, tender, but did 
not know liow ; if he had, would not have I'entured. 
He kept his eyes fixed on the delicate long fingers 
and filbert nails that rested on the rose brocade 
cushion next to him, and his thoughts were whirled 
along the current of what seemed a wildly daring 
vision ; the bliss indescribable of laying his lips on 
that satin skin so near him. 

Was it possible that in those days she spoke of 
4 he might have been allowed this favour — nay, could 
it have been possible that when she was a flower- 
maiden and he a piping shepherd they had been 
lovers . . . and he had kissed her lips ? At the 
thought, from crimson that his cheeks had been, 
they went quite pale, and because the feeling of her 
presence became an agitation too great to be borne 
with dignity, the Duke rose to take his leave. 

I He bent over her hand. To draw near her was 

like coming upon a bed of violets in the sunshine, 
i He turned and bowed again as he neared the door. 

S She stood once more upon the lion's skin, smiling 

I after Mm; she had lifted both her hands to her 

head, and was resetting the jewelled dagger in her 
hair. He saw the outline of her bust and hips against 
the fireiit space, the bend of her waist, the spring of 
her lithe tMghs, and he realised suddenly that in 
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her seeming etherealness she was, after all, the most 
exquisite of women. His brain seemed now to be 
floating, like that of a man in the first and glorious 
stage of intoxication, on the stave of a song ; he 
stepped aii-ily across the threshold astride. 

They exchanged a tevf words, abstracted on both 
sides. The young Duke felt cozidescending : Spencer, 
the eccentric commoner, might love that high-bom 
lady as eccentrically as he chose, but he could never 
meet her upon the ground which he, Rochester, had 
just trod. 

But as the door of the ante-chamber opened, 
while yet he stood waiting for his cloak, a Httle 
joyous cry, as soft as a cooing dove’s, was wafted 
to him. 

" Ah, I have just been talking of you ” 

Here the door closed again, and as the youth 
stepped out on the terrace there was no music, but 
discord, within him. 

Hang it ! he said, and wished he could make 
the Countess know, “ I will spend the evening with 
poor Eva.” ^ 


'' I v/AS talking of ^/-oii/' said the Grafin, “ to that 
boy/' 

If trie Duke could, unperceived, have seen her 
then, he would have been amazed to find a very 
different woman. As Julia de Lucena stood before 
Spencer and yielded her hand to his gravely cour- 
teous kiss — a greeting which, as he gave it, seemed 
only the natural homage of the gentleman to the 
lady — in some sort of magic way the flower of her 
wonderful girlhood bloom.ed in her again. 

Wliat good wind has blown you hither ? ” she 
cried in Italian, as he lifted , his head and his, eyes 
met hers. 

Her lips trembled a little as she spoke ; the blood 
rose faintly to her cheek. She hardly knew herself 
what had come to her. But the Philosopher thought 
her sudden timidit}* adorable, her confusion the per- 
fection of grace. 

“ I came because I could not help it,*’ he said in 
the same language, which was as familiar to his 
tongue as to hers. 

She let herself sink back among her cushions lan- 
guidly, and her eyelids fell, dimly purple-shadoWed, 
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the most delicate curtains that were ever dropped 
before the window of w'oman’s soul. She felt that 
his gaze was still upon her face. No human being 
had ever yet seen, that kindling in Spencer’s eyes. 

She knew within herself— and she had not made 
in vain a varied and searching study of mankind 
for seven years— that it may be but once in a cen- 
tury that the God of Love finds such material for 
his holocaust. She, who had alwaj^s sought for the 
best the world could give, was seized with an inner 
tremor of joy. 

“ Would you have helped coming — you could ? ” 
she asked, after a pause. 

The man still kept her under his ardent gaze. 
Then all at once he got up from the low seat he had 
taken beside her sofa and walked up and* down the 
room. She watched as some witch might watch 
the effect of a spell, confident in the result, yet 
curious of its phases. 

"Donna Julia,” said he, halting in front of her, 
the petty conventions of polite society have always 
ill-fit (.ed my tongue. Now I vdll straightway tell 
you the truth. ^ From the time that I could think 
at all every aspiration of my being has been towards 
freedom, bodily and mental ; from the instant that 
I had power to shape my life for myself I shaped it 
free. In spite of strong sympathies, warm feelings, 
my soul has dwelt alone. Not only the soul, but 
the imnd— aye. every physical instinct of the body 
of this death.” He stnick his great chest as he 
spoke. " I have gone unmated of choice ; I have 
repudiated the ordinary ties of humanity ; I have 
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never said to a v/omaiij ' I love you * ; I have never 
built m^'seif a home and thought, * Here will I 
dwell ' ; I have given no hostages to fortune. The 
bare thought of bondage, even that bondage of the 
senses dJid of affections which makes life sweet tx> 
most, was to me intolerable/* 

She listened silently. , His dace was troubled ; he* 
had run his hand through his hair, and it stood 
almost on end, Yes/* she thought to herself— 
yes, you are beautiful ; you are worth conquer- 
ing/* And behind that thought was yet another 
thought struggling into birth. You are almost 
wortlw of me/* 

“ Well? *' she said. 

The word fell from her lips into the silence like 
■ : : a pearl,. 

'' Well/* echoed Spencer, in accents of almost 
reproachful passion, what is it you have done to 
me ? First, I was happy in your presence, merely 
because I saw you beautiful of body, found you 
beautiful of mind, and felt you beautiful of heart/* 

The Iistener*s eyes glistened with a quick flame, 
instantly veiled. 

But a week ago, when you gave me back those 
flowers I had sent you — sent you but as the appro- . 
priate offering to such as you — ^what did you do to | 
me ? It was but one look, I think, but it has 
robbed me of my dearest possession. This can be | 

no news to you ; you must have seen it, I am no • 

longer myself. I have not slept because you haunted 
V me ; or if I slept, I dreamt of you . , . such di'eams. 

Waking, you are by my pillow ; the very river pass- I 
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ing my windows wears at dawn the liv 
eyes. I find you in the mists ; you rise ii 
the sun. You sit in my little room e 
read you look at me from the wine 
walk with me in the street ; I hear 
in the music of anothe 
soned with myself. . . 
word from him with the scorn of the 
faithless weapon, 
only to know myself beaten. 

I wanted to run away, 
at my door to take me— I do 
somewhere, far 

with my foot on the step f saw that 
place besid< 
were it as f 

I went I should have to. take ; 
another pause. “ And so,” 
with a sudden change of tone 
cannot help it.” 

" And now that you are here,” said si 
but her voice thrilled like a viol “ say 
sweet?” • J’ 

He stared at her for a second like one who, 
groping, sees sudden light. The next instant he 
was dovm on his knees beside her, and again his 
Ups were pressed upon her hand. But this was 
now no mere ceremonious act of homage, it was the 
kiss of unresisting, Ipve. Again, as he looked up, 
their eyes met, and then she, who had sipped tit 
the cup of life with such Epiicurean science, felt 
upon her lips this man’s virgin kiss. 


woman s song. I have rea- 
. Reason ! ” He flung the 
warrior for a 
I have fought with mj/self — 
To-day, Uke a coward, 
I had a travelling carriage 
not know where — 
away from you. Yet when I stood 
- - in the vacant 
me you were sitting, and I knew that, 
far as the east is from the west, wherever 
you too.” There fell 
said the Philosopher, 
“ I come because I 
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^ And great was tlie glory of it. A sob rose in 
her tlii'oat, and a tear that she dro^^e back from 
her eyes fell upon her heart with a regret the bitter- 
ness of which she had never tasted before. The 
next instant the fleeting impression was gone, the 
bliss that invaded her being was at last without 
alloy. 

Julia de Lucena was not the woman to prolong a 
situation beyond its triumphant point of perfection. 

Her cultivated fastidiousness could not brook even 
the first shadow of the unavoidable descent from 
ecstasy. She forestalled the slackening arms ; she 
denied the second kiss. In another moment she 
was solitary and unapproachable amid her cushions, 
and he w^ho had craved that second Idss sat dream- 
i ing of it at his former distance, little of the philos- 
opher, ail the man, awakened in his full manhood 
to love — ^that eternal negation of philosophy ! She 
felt herself mistress of the situation. 

I, too,” she said, as if continuing the conversa- 
tion, have always hugged my liberty. I was bound | 
once.” Her face became set for a transient space | 
into a mask of singular and vindictive disgust. “ It j 

was my initiation into life — ^love. Love 1 ” she re- I 

peated, in tones of irony, cutting as a steel blade ; | 

and then she proceeded dreamily : Love that is 
worthy of the name, real love, is as free as your 
visions of freedom themselves. Why should you 
and I, that know this, be afraid of it ? ” 

The momentary harsh impression of the first 
words was resolved like discord into renewed har- 
mony by the exquisite caress of the voice. 
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had that rare gift of bringing her vdiole personality 
into the tune of what she meant to express. Lip, 
eye, tne bend of the head, the relaxation that 
seemed to pervade her whole bearing, spoke 
more subtly, more, /iiTesistibly than the words 
Spencer leaned forward, and took her hand once 


“ Do jon laiow so much of life,” he said, ” and 
have you learnt such hard lessons, and yet can vou 
say that love is free ? ” There -was regret in his 
voice, but his deep gaze glowed in unconscious con- 
tradiction. “ That love is beautiful I always knew • 
you have made me feel it. But ” ' ’ 

He bowed Ms head as if taking leave of his liberty 
bowed It till his lips fouclied her hands, and then 
vShe felt his kisses burn. 

Her steady hold upon herself began to escape her. 
Were she to lose him now, she thought, it would 
be bianicness unutterable — ^worse, failure ! xknd yet 
what a rival she had to combat ! 

‘‘ But neither you nor^ I need be bound,” she 
whispered at last, after a lengtlfy pause, stooping 
to Ms ear. " Can we not love and be free ? Need 
there be a promise between us ? Why should our 
love be of the earth's pattern ? Our love sbai] be 
or ourselves, and the world shall pass the sanctuary 
of our happiness and never guess the secret. Oh 
1 know that, thinker ds you are, you are above the 
world s conventions ! Can you not see that I too 
despise them ? ” 

He raised Ms head and looked at her. His face 
was pale, but Ms eyes shone with steady light. 
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He looked like one wlio .lias . .measured the sacrifice 
and foiiiid it wortli 37 of liirxi. 

You speak,” said he, '' like the woman you are. 

In your ethereal aspirations you walk the land of 
visions ; but I cannot meet you there. No, no, 

Julia, no, on that plane there is. no treading for my 
feet ; you must come down, my goddess, for this 
love of mine is but human. You think, poor child, 
thai;7tt:is>t promise' that, kinds, und the ^ earthly' 
tie! Do you not. understand that when I kissed 
37’ou I gave myself to 370U ? When you kissed me you 
belonged to me 1 What oath, what vow can be so 
binding as the first rite of the love that gives man 
and woman to each other ? Let the vows before 
God, the compact before men, follow after the 
world's, wa}". Convention, what of it ? It is but 
the freedorn to wear our chains, since wear them 
we must. I could not be more consecrated to you 
'^thanj am now.” ■ /, 

There was a moment's breathless silence. She 
put her hands to her face to hide the rush of fmi- 
ous blood that dyed her forehead, and the convul- 
sion of anger that distorted her mouth. The simple „ 

fool! Vvhat burgher platitudes were these? He | 

talked of her as standing on the heights, and in- | 

vited her down to his level. His level— the mockery | 

Then she felt his hands upon hers, gently draw- j;; 

ing them away, and saw him look at her with | 

troubled face and' x^everential, almost worshipping ;; 

glance, 'and she— she, Julia de Lucena— blushed Ij; 

weE-nigh to faintness* 't' 
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“ The love you have known,” he went on, " has 
been that which should not bear the name; but 

do not fear my love. Are you not sacred to me 
since I love you ? ” 

At these words she stared at him, and there 
c^e over her the whirl of yet another change— a 
wHd, mad wish that she could stand indeed before 
him, virgin of mind, such as he deemed her— A 
hidden spring gushed up within her soul, a flood of 
waters, bitter to suffocation, yet passing 

Still, with haggard face she stared back at him 
until the tenderness in his eyes was more than she , 

could endure, and her own overflowed. She let her- 
self sink into his arms, the whole structure of her 
life, such as she had made it, seeming to fall to 
pieces around her. And as she now, by impulse 
yieMed to him the kiss that her calculations had 
TOthheld, there was but one articulate thought left 
in her soul ; cost what it might, she would not lose 
that man. 


W 


Rachele, the Countess’s accomphshed tire-woman, 
had a tolerably varied experience of her mistress’s 
moods. But when, a couple of hours after the last 
visitor had departed, she once more entered her 
presence, bearing a message from the Queen, she 
fpimd her lady in a condition that no precedent 
had taught her how to cope with. Half prostrate 
upon the hon’s sMn, half propped up against the 
couch, lay Donna Julia, her arms outstretched with 
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a gesture of lethargic weariness, her face pallid and 
disfigured v/itii passionate weeping. 

No man is a hero to his valet. What woman can 
keep on her mask before her private maid ? The 
Countess lifted her dimmed eyes. 

Rachele,” she said, in the liquid Italian that was 
more familiar to her throat than the mother tongue 
itself, “ if priests or fools tell you that you have 
freewill, do not believe them. We are blind pup- 
pets led by — ^by what ? Fate, Pi-ovidence, or the 
Devil ? 

Rachele's wits were quick, but here she groped. 
iWith a cheerful profanity she answered, because 
she knew not what else to answer : Oh, she had 
never allowed Providence or priests, to trouble her ; 
and as for the Devil, she had never found him 
hard to get on vdth now, whatevesr he might be 
by-and-by. 

The girl's cynical philosophy spurred to further 
reaction her mistress's humour — a humour already 
disposed to turn, with the disgusted shame of the 
habitually worldly, from any genuinely generous 
emotion. 

She sprang to her feet and pushed her tossed hair 
from her face. 

“You have had many lovers ? " she said abruptly. 

“ Yes, madam," said the maid simply. 

* The while the word was as light in darkness. 
She swiftly connected the stately figure of the Eng- 
lish professor with this extraordinary distress, and 
though her impassive sallow countenance betrayed 
no sign, she inwardly grimaced her disapproval to 
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herself. If it had been, now the pretty boy— at 
least he was a Duke — but that fellow with the old 
cloak. ... 

“ Well, and what do you think of love ? " went on 
the' lady. , “ Did you .ever 'find it worth-the giving 
up of anything ? 

Oh, Dio, madam/' said Elacnele, in her candid 
way ; '' I would not give up rn}" diimer for a pinch 
of salt. Love is good, and so is salt. But, my faith I 
salt is cheap, and so is love. I find salt go well with 
my dinner, and, thank Heaven ! as I say, it is cheap 
enough, so that all can put it in the pot." 

I see you are very vfise," said the Countess. 
She took three steps towa,rds the door of her room. 

Wliat was it you said ? The Queen has sent for 
me ? That is strange. She has not sent for me 
for many days. Well, I must be a pretty spectacle ! 
Get me my black dress." 

But as she sat before the glass and deftly spread 
a mist of rouge on her pale cheek, she suddenly 
paused in her task, and looked at her maid in the 
glass. Their eyes met. 

“ It is ah very well, Racliele," site said, but 
what were one's meals if one had to give up the 
salt ? How mawkish tire most delicate dish ! " 

She sighed, and took up the hare's foot again. 
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chapter: xxvi.;. 

CgnsciguS' ■ that'' all ’..her. . art had" not been ■ able; to 
obliterate the traces of her emotion, the Countess 
held her head higher and moved with a more lan- 
guid grace than usual— that grace which would be 
haughty if it took the trouble — as she crossed the 
ante-chamber of the Queen's apartments. 

A couple of pages surveyed her curiously. One 
of the Queen’s gentlemen, meeting her, recognised 
her vdtli that light of admiration that she scarcely 
ever failed to evoke in his sex. He would have , 
spoken, but fell back with an abashed bow beneath 
the abstraction of her glance. The Queen was not 
in her private sitting-room, but the old Baroness 
de Meik, who was more or less the chief of the 
Queen’s household and her constant companion, 
came to her in a few moments, and told her briefly 
that Her Majesty was awaiting her in her bed- 

These two ladies had small love for each other, 
being rivals in the Royal favour. Their eyes crossed 
like blades, and as the Countess trailed her black 
draperies v/earily towards the door, the old Austrian 
dame gazed after her with vindictive triumph. 
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The Queen's bedchamber looked towards the west, 
and this evening it was full of ruby light. 

The Queen sat in her armchair with her back to 
the window. The level rosy ray caught the oval of 
her cheek, but could not paint it blight. She was 
wrapped in a loose dressing-gown of white brocade 
that threw into strong relief her sallowness and the 
red stains around her eyelids. Her heav}^ black 
hair, of that sort that lends itself ungraciously to 
curls and ringlets, hung straight and dishevelled from 
the temples. She, too, it seemed, had passed 
through one of those storms which ravage a woman's 
fairness. She looked up at the slim black figure 
as it straightened itself after its sweeping courtsey, 
marked with unerring quickness and with a twist of 
the heart that the lady-in-waiting had been weeping 
also, but that the tears had scarcely dimmed — ^nay, 
that they but added to — ^her beauty. Her hostile 
eyes grew pitiless. And these two had been as 

‘‘ Your Majesty has sent for me/' said the GrMn, 
breaking the heavy silence. 

Yes/' answered the Queen. 

Her swollen eye kept up its scrutiny — 3 l scnitiny 
growing in its intensity from angry hardness to 
passionate searching. 

To return such a glance without either imperti- 
nence, brazenness, or wavering, would have been a 
feat for any woman to perform, however clear her 
conscience. But there was not a flaw in the Grafin's 
bearing. The proudest self-respect, the nicest defer- 
ence — she conveyed the expression of these oppos- 
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ing sentiments, after the fashion peculiar to herself, | 


not only in her look and bearing, but in every fold j 

of the black draperies that fell around her in her 
reposeful attitude of v/aiting. Uncertainty began 
to break up the Queen's severity of .demeanour ; it 
f was her eye that fell. Looking on the ground, she 

i'r 

i;- . 

lii 

spoke at last in forced, broken sentences. 

1 

I never thought it would come to this between 

{:! 


if f 

Her fingers, very thin and frail, clasped the arms 

I'i 

i of her chair convulsively. A wave of burning blood, 


1 rising, it would seem, from some hidden depth of 

I anger and bitterness, suddenly dyed her forehead | 

crimson. She looked up again. The eyes of the 
woman were eloquent with a reproach that the lips 
of the Queen could not with dignity speak. With 
an abrupt movement she rose to her feet, and they 
faced each other on a level. 

In short/' said the Royal lady, this time with 
icy determination, ''it is clear, Countess, that this 
foreign air doesn’t agree with your health. Others 
' have noticed it. I myself have been forced to 
notice it. You. are greatly changed. For your own 

''I'- 

i.' 

/ , 

sake ” — she repeated the word emphatically — " for 


your own sake — I do not speak of my peace of 


mind — I have come to tJie conclusion that you 


must return* to your home. I have told His Majesty j 


so, and 1 "—she 'paused* and shot a piercing look, | 

'ii . 

— " His Majesty agrees." 1 


The Countess de Lucena swayed, but so slightly - 1 


-f that the movement was imperceptible even to the 

.}!' - ‘ ’ 

eager' watcher. She dropped her 'lids over her eyes 

!> 
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and closed her teeth for an instant upon her under- 
lip ; but beneath her rouge the ebbing of her blood 
was masked. 

The genius of the born general lies not so much in 
personal courage as in facing an emergency, grasp- 
ing its Mi import, and instantly taking the lead 
against it, even if it involve heavy sacrifice. Secure 
as she had felt in her own power, here was an attack 
the possibility of which the Grafin had never thought 
of, never anticipated. Nevertheless, her hesitation 
was but the pause necessar}^ for the change of front 
and the re-ordering of her forces. 

“ Madam,"" said she — and the first accent of her 
voice conveyed with perfect respect a delicate rebuke 
— “ every word that your Majesty has spoken is an- 
other drop to my alreadj7 overflowing cup of sorrow 

and "" She halted with calculated effect, then 

added : Yes, I will say it, for I cannot believe 

you w^iU misunderstand me. Madam — sorrow and 
remorse."" 

The Queen fell back in her seat, crimson. 

Do you dare ? "" 

The words seemed trembling on her lips. She put 
up her hands quicldy to stifle tliem. 

‘‘ Wlien your Majesty sent for me I was on the 
point of requesting a private interview, and only 
delayed till the traces of these tears should have 
passed away,"" The Grafin pointed to her eyes with 
a superb gesture. Your Majesty has forestalled 
me — forestalled my request and my confession."" 

Once more she paused with calculated emotion. 

Your confession ? "" said the Queen. '' You have 
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j said too much or too little, Jtdia.; „■ I command yon 
to speak/'" 

courtesy, and, with bent^ 
head and low, distinct voice, obeyed. 

'' In order that your Majesty may understand 
me,” she began, “ it is necessary that I should 
touch upon wb.at %vas once my pride, my joy— 
upon what is now at the same time a consoling 
and a torturing memory — the friendship which for 
six years you have deigned to show me — a friend- 
ship cemented by that youthful vow of our ^mung, 
generous days, when I swore never to leave your 
side, and you swore to love me like a sister,"" 

The Queen winced, and her lip trembled. 

^ '' When I left my adopted land, my friends, my 

home, to follow your Majesty in your new life, it 
was not, permit me to say it, for the honour of 
serving the Queen, but for the happiness of remain- 
ing near the friend. Tiiis happiness made a sacrifice 
a pleasure. Upheld by the conviction that your 
Majesty shared these feelings, I have found more 
than compensation for aE personal troubles. I have 
been able to despise the mahce of my enemies ; and, 
Madam, I have some bitter ones here, who would 
gladly see me lose that favour which has created 
so many jealousies. Thus it was till but a little 
time ago. Then your Majesty has seen it — I can- 
not deny it, there did come a change. I, who thought: 
myself so safe in the double armour of my devotion 
to your Majesty and your attachment to myself — - 
I found myself weak, weak. Oh, Madam, believe 
me, I did not succumb without a struggle. My 




loyai£3/ to yourself, my pride, my peace of mind, 
my position at your side — all, all was at stake! 
I felt to the heart’s core your change of manner to 
me. 1 dared seek no explanation, for I knew in 
my heart that I had failed ; I allowed love, love 
to conquer me.” 

“ Good God, woman ! ” cried the Queen, “ these 
words to my face I ” 

The Countess started and gazed at her mistress’s 
infuriated countenance with the reproachful eye of 
a startled gazelle. 

“ I had hoped,” she murmured, in a voice that 
seemed choked with tears, “ that your Majesty, her- 
self so happily married, would have a little com- 
passion, a little understanding for another woman’s 
heart, for one who has already suffered so cruelly 
where she ought to have been most blessed.” 

“ Julia, . what do you mean ? ” interrupted the 
Queen passionately. The Countess had dallied with 
her Royal Mistress’s anguish with the most delicate 
deliberation, had measured to a hair’s-breadth the 
extent to which she dared venture ; now she saw 
that she had reached the limit. 

“ Since your Majesty has, as I said, forestalled my 
request and released me from my duties and my 
promise, I can' find courage to tell her that I have 
at last consented to ”— she paused and looked up 
with innocent eyes—" to marry Mr. Spencer.” 

“ To marry Mr. Spencer I ” repeated the Queen 
vaguely. 

“ I fear. Madam,” went on the Countess, looking 
down again, " that both you and His Majesty have 
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reason to be more than a,stonished at my venturing 
to contemplate such a step without previously ob“ 
taining your sanction. A thousand times I would 
have spoken, but your unwonted coldness froze the 
words on my lips. As for Mr. Spencer, your Majesty 
know^s his peculiar independence/' Here a faint 
smile spread over her face. His wife could 
not " 

“ Stop 1 stop ! " cried the Queen, seized her by 
the waist, dragged her to the window, and peered 
eagerly into her face. “ Let me understand you. 
Yon, Julia, you are asking me to let you marry — 
marry — Mr. Spencer ? " 

Donna Julia kept her lids downcast, with an air 
of injured candour. 

“ Mr. Spencer," she murmured, is jealous of 
the privacy of home. I trust the King will pardon 
his defection, but now " — she looked up suddenly, 
and allowed for the first time her resentment to ring 
out openly — now that your Majesty has dismissed 
me, half my difficulty vanishes." 

Julia ! Julia 1 " exclaimed the Royal lady, and 
incontinently burst into tears. I have been mad, 
forgive me 1 " She caught the black figure to her 
arms. Oh, how happy you have made me ! " she 

The Countess would have slipped from this em- 
brace and formalty kissed hands, , but the Queen 
held her close, and, hiding her own flushed face 
against the shoulder of her lady-in-waiting, pro- 
ceeded in muffled tones : 

'‘You say true : you have enemies, you were 





I, 


' If"-' 
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calumniated. Oh, never ask me to tell you what 
they made me believe ! I was rnad, and I put faith 
in slander and malice rather than in the truth of 
one who had proved' her love times withoiit niimber.^ 
Ah, you are offended ! I have deserved it T' 

.v.She relaxed her grasp and drew back still weep- 
ing; but through'' her: tears , her face shone with 
irrepressible joy. 

“ Your Majesty overwhelms me,'' said the Grafin, 
very coldly. “ It will more than make aniends if, 
when I leave you, I may cany with me still the 
assurance of your esteem and friendship." 

“ And do you think," cried the Queen, “ that I 
can ever allow you to leave me now ? No, less 
than ever now. We shall invent a post for you 
that may be compatible with your married life. 
Mr. Spencer must be made to understand that my 
claims must be considered as well as liis. You 
would not rob the King of his valuable services." 

“ Your Majesty " 

“ Oh, let it be Theresa once again between us, as 
in the old sweet days ! " interrupted the Queen. 

“ Your Majesty knows," repeated Donna Julia 
relentlessly, “ that I would give her my life, but she 
asks here for a sacrifice that is beyond my strength ; 
to remain where once I have been suspected is im- 
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natures from one extreme to the other, “ He at v i 

least never offended you 1 Oh, if I had only listened 
to him 1 ’’ 'j'l 

The Countess had pushed her counter attack to ' !; L- 
the very limits of prudence ; the lost position was !|M 

recovered ; it was tim.e to accept the terms of peace Hi 

so eagerly offered, ;;i 

Much as I revere His Majesty/' said she, grate- ■ r 

ful as I must ever be to the condescension he has j; ;, 

invariabty shown me, could I 3 deld to him what I i|| 

refuse my Queen ? ” She paused, then added with 
a condescending suavity, Theresa ! " jl 

And they fell into each other's arms, | ;| 

Yes, yes, you may retire. You want rest, my • J 

poor Julia, and I hold, you know, to your presence 1 

at the court to-night when I will myself inform His , 

Majesty of your plans and obtain his consent to . Ijif 

your marriage/' J' " 

The Queen conducted her lady-in-waiting to the^ ^^ iij 
door, and Baroness von Melk, sitting in the ante- 
chamber, was a witness of their parting embrace. 

The Baroness caught at the same instant a look \\ 

from Her Majesty over the Countess's shoulders that " 
made her own blood run cold, I s 


-chapter ;xxvn.: 

• j “ Oh, it is veiy fine talking, Neuberg,” said Eva 

; irritably. “ I am as frightened as a hare.” 

' Rochester, who sat looking at her abstractedly, 

saw that the pulse in her round white throat was 
beating visibly, like that of some frightened animal. 

I “ And where is Spencer ? ” she asked suddenly. 

1 ' “ My dear, I know no more of him than you do. h 

fj He is not himself, that is clear.” 

2 “ Oh, you never do know anything,” she retorted 

I . “ But he is sure to come to your supper after the 

I ^ concert,” proceeded the officer, in the soothing tone 

I of a nurse to a pettish child. 

Eva was sitting full dressed before the looking- 
' glass in her bedroom, putting the last touches to her 

hair. She was too proud of the flower-like fineness 
and bloom of her skin to try to enhance it with other 
red and white. But she pinched and pulled at the 
little bunch of ringlets on her temples with dissatis- 
fied fingers and held a white camellia at different 
angles behind her ear, or beside the lowering cnmh 
that fastened her hair upon the crown of her head — 
where the three loops shone in the candle-light with 
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the colour of a ripe horse-chestnut — and would let it 
rest nowhere. 

Rochester watched the vivid image in the glass, 
and all the while his thoughts were occupied with 
the memories of his afternoon visit. But Neuberg 
was eagerly interested in the position of that camellia, 
and called out : Perfect, Eva ! Do not touch it 
again. Ah, now you have it ! at every new essay. 

All at once she plucked it out with final spite and 
threw it at him. 

What a plague you are ! she cried. And why 
the hangman did you ever come "to this beastly 
place ? That was a happy thought of yours. And 
you brought him, too 1 My God 1 and I had such a 
light heart in poor old Vienna, and so had he 1 ” 

She stood up as she spoke. 

“ There is the carriage,'' said she. Give me my 
cloak. WTiat sort is this famous Julia ? " 

She turned abruptly on the Duke. 

Oh,'" said he, and blushed at being probed to 
his hidden thoughts. The Countess de Lucena, 
do you mean ? " 

''Of course 1 " she snapped, and stamped her foot. 
" I want to know her when I see her, this beautiful 
Julia," 

“ Oh,"" stammered the boy again, '' she is very 
tall, you ioiow, and slight, and afl that."" 

" Ah 1 said Eva, and drew the folds of her velvet 
cloak vengefuliy over the firm sweep of her bust. 
" One of your English broomsticks ! I can see her 
from here 1 " 

" Oh, but she is not thin I "" cried the Duke, wax- 
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ing hot at the imputation cast on his countr}^ and on 
his taste. “ She is just perfect, like — like a Diana ! ” 
“ What do you know about it, I should like to 
know ? ” said the singer, whisking off with a sniff ; 
while Neuberg, brushing forward to offer his arm,' 
gave the Duke in passing a \dcious dig with his 
elbow. 

“ She is older than you, Eva,” he said artfully, as 
they went down the stairs—" a great deal older. 
And, between ourselves, I do not think she would 
like anyone to assist at her consultation wdth the 
looking-glass.” 

“ Oh, those are the worst,” said tire poor Prima 
Donna, sighing. " Don’t I know ? Well, let them 
go hang ! I have a better sort of art, anyhow.” 

♦ * * » * * 

The music-gallery was all red damask and gilding, 
affer the prevailing pattern of the Palace reception- 
rooms. It was an apartment of vast size and height, 
lit by immense cut-glass chandeliers that reflected 
their own light in myriad hanging drops. This 
evening, the concert being for the Court circle only, 
the^ audience, grouped upon a little island of chairs 
amid the sea of shining parquet, seemed onlv to 
emphasize the emptiness of the great chamber. " 

Any less splendid, less exuberant personality than 
Eva’s would have been overpowered by the space 
as she advanced and took up her solitary position on 
a central platform, her only reinforcement being the 
perspiring Prziborzki, whose red head bobbed in 
preliminary agony behind the bank of palms that 
screened the pianoforte. But with free gait she 
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stepped forward, swept her courtesy to the King’s 
empty chair, and the voluminous pink satin of the 
Queen’s skirts, and then stood for a moment proudly, 
as if to let them all look and take account of her 
magnificent presence ; because in a little while (she 
knew it) the magic of her voice Vv^ould rob them of 
the power to criticise her beauty. 

She shot one look at Spencer, who stood — unmis- 
takable figure in the background — cleaning against 
a pilaster, and, following the direction of his eyes, 
she let her gaze rest v/itli piercing scrutiny on the 
cloud of lilac and white behind the Queen, out of 
which cloud emerged a delicate apparition with 
shoulders of pearly whiteness, with small, round, 
long throat and small tired face, framed by a nim- 
bus of sparkling and indefinitely tinted like motes in 
a sunbeam. Her rival ! 

'' So there she is,” said Eva’s heart — “ that colour- 
less thing ! ” And the poor heart gave a leap of 
scorn and satisfaction. But the next moment it 
sunk like lead, for the clever brain had sent an- 
other message to it, '' We have not a chance,” it 
said. 

Yet not even Neuberg saw^ a ruffle on the singer’s 
brow. She was a born actress, and stood in her des- 
tined place. She turned her head and signalled to 
the pianist, who struck the first chords, subdued 
and caressing. Then up rose Eva’s voice. 

Here, at least, she was without a peer. But, alas I 
What of the power of the poet or the, artist, wfflen 
the emotion he evokes flows not back to himself, 
but ever to the shrine of some hidden idol ? 
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The first song Was a solemn chant of Bach ; and 
Spencer’s soul, uplifted b}/ it, floated on its wave, 
and flung itseh at the feet of the woman he loved. 
The song was followed by a moment’s silence, 

. followed in its turn by a decorous murmur, like the 
rustle in a field of com. But the Queen had let fall 
the word Exc^uisite ! and the word was echoed. 
Those nearest to her saw like^vise that there were 
tears in her eyes. The Royal lady was easily moved 
to tears that evening, although an unwonted joyful- 
ness became her like a flower. 

“I wish His Majesty were here,” whispered she 
over her shoulder to the rehabilitated lady-in- 
waiting. 

frideed yes, said the latter j but her tone was 
indifferent, and her eye vague. 

The next song had been artfully chosen in mai-ked 
contxast to the first. It was an airv Italian can- 
zonet, as joyous as the note of the lark, as light as 
the streairiet rippling. Eva had essentially a dra- 
matic genius, and she sang the more gaily, perhaps, 
that hex heart was so heavy. 

In the middle of the second verse a man, with 
flushed face and commanding presence, marched 
with resounding tread the whole length of the con- 
cert-room to the empty chair in front, into which 
he flung hirr^elf. 

The whole audience had risen, fluttering, and the 
modulated threa.d of the singer’s voice was ioijt in the 
sounds of scraping chairs and rustling silks. Eva 
broke off abruptly, silenced her accompanist by a. 
backward glance, lowered her music, crossed her 
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hands over it, and watched cpimty till she caught 
the King's eye — an eye somewhat bloodshot and 
sullen to-night — ^theii made him a vast courtesy. 

By heavens/' said the King, and for the first 
time looked at his wife, that is the handsomest 
woman I have seen for a long time ! " 

The singer began again, and sang her song straight 
at Mm. 

At the interlude the King, so tenacious usually of 
the smallest rule of etiquette, gave three sonorous 
claps, and called out '' Bravo 1 " at which signal a 
small and unbroken beat of applause rose among 
the audience. 

His Majesty then v/heeled round in his chair, and. 
looked searchingly from the Queen's face, hushing 
and eager, to the Countess's cold, enigmxitic coun- 
tenance. 

If you will allow us. Sire," said the little Queen, 
timidly fluttering upon the verge of her happy secret 
like a bird round its nest, we should like to make a 
communication to you to-night, wMch we venture 
to hope ^vill not displease you.” 

She laid her hand as she spoke upon that of the 
lady-in-waiting; the latter bent down and kissed 
it, and then raised her head and shot past her Royal 
mistress a swift, deep look into, the King's eyes. 
There was a pause. 

“ Indeed,” said the King. 

It was but a single word, but it was sufficient to 
mark a complete change of mood. The Queen saw 
good humour radiate once again from the august 
brow that made fair and foul weather for ail around;. 
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but most of all for her, and her spirits sprang to 
boldness. 

" Then, will your Majesty be pleased to summon 
Mr. Spencer ? ” said she, almost coquettisiily. 

The King glanced again at the Countess’s little 
drooping head and downcast eyes ; then he called 
Neuberg with a look and gave him the order. 

Across the long room came Spencer, in his grave, 
easy way. 

“See," said the Queen, “ here is an empty seat 
beside Donna Julia. I have just been telling the 
King that we have a secret to tell him. Yes, Mr. 
Spencer, your secret is mine too.” 

Spencer’s face expressed astonishment, bewilder- 
ment. He looked hastily at the Countess ; she was 
impassive. 

Your Majesty,” proceeded the Queen, in a deep, 
thrilling voice, “ these two have been afraid to tell 
us ^these two, yom- friends and mine — that the3r 
have learned to know and love each other. I thinl? 
we must not be too hard on them. We must forgive. 
Sire , for I believe they are worthy of each other. 
But I have put a condition to my pardon. I believe 
you will put a similar condition to yours. Let them 
belong to each other if they will, but they must not 
cease to belong to us too.” 

M the woman in her revelled in the scene. She 
smiled radiantly, but her ov/n eloquence brought 
the ready tears to her eyes. She watched, palpi- 
tating, for her King’s reply. 

The King first turned upon Spencer a look that 
might have slain a man ; then, reading upon the 
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page of that countenance nothing but the most 
guileless surprise, turned again to the closed book of 
the woman beside him. and reflected for the space 
of a second. Then the thunder-cloud rolled over 
and sunshine reigned once more. 

By the Lord, Madam ! said he to the Queen, 
with mock fierceness, while the blandest humour 
shone from his eyes, have we such traitors about 
us ? Mr. Spencer, Countess, is it possible ? Well, 
well, if the Queen has forgiven you, so must I, I 
suppose. But remember it is on condition— Donna 
Julia, your hand, and yours, my friend — ^none but 
myself shall give you one to the other.'* 

Spencer, Vv^^ho had grown pale, bowed first over the 
Royal hand and then over the slender fingers that 
were laid in his grasp. 

Meanwhile Eva stood motionless and looked on, 
cold as a statue. 


Under cover of the music whispered the Queen 
to the King : 

'' I was wrong, I was wrong ; I am so happy to 
have been wrong. Forgive me L’ 

Answered the King, with the eye of a Sultan on 
the Sultana : 

That rose colour suits you well, Theresa." 

And she— to flutter and to blush, warmed to the 
heart with the subtle joy of pardon granted and love 
restored. 


Said Spencer to Donna Julia after a long and 
heavy silence : 
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“ Did you find no sweetness in our secret, that 
you must murder it so soon ? ” 

“ You said to-day,” she answered, “ that human 
affection meant bondage. I believe I then thought 
myself a free woman — free ! , . . I, the Queen’s 
friend ! ” She laughed bitterly. “ God kee^us all, 
and those we love, from the life of courts and the 
favour of sovereigns ! ” 

The weariness of her eyes, of her voice, of her atti- 
tude, was infinite — ^infinite also the sudden tender- 
ness that leaped into her lover’s gaze. 

Eva was sent for after the last song, presented to, 
and complimented by the Royal couple. 

" Look at His Majesty’s face.” wMspered one 
young officer to another. “ I prophesy— I prophesy 
a new star hath risen ! ” 

“ His Majesty is learned— in astronomy,” an- 
swered the other drily ; and they both laughed 
silently. 

The Duke, who was standing next to them, over- 
heard, and threw them a dark glance. Thereupon 
they became pretematurally grave. 

"5^ * -Je- .jf. 

The King and the Countess de Lucena were for 
one moment apart from the rest. The concert was 
over ; the circle, was dispersing. 

" Desperate cases demand desperate remedies,” 
said the King ; “ but in God’s name, Donna Julia, 
why Spencer ? ”, 

" My King,” she answered, in her caressing voice} 

“ some d^, when you have the leisure and the con- 
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descension, I will explain to you the meaning of a 
cant plirase of ours in England — Hobson’s choice.” 
^ ^ ^ ^ * 

It was an evening of reconciliation. His Majesty, 
upon retiring to his room, sent for his Master of the 
Horse, who, since the episode of the Hungarian rnare, 
had been left out in the cold. The reception was a 
cordial one. His Majesty was in a jovial mood, and 
laughed heailily as they conversed. 


I 

t' ! ' 




.'CHAPTER XXYIII.' 



It was a dejected trio that met after this Court func- 
tion in Eva's sitting-room. 

Make my excuses to dear Eva,” had said Spencer 
hurriedly to his friend among the few words they had 
been able to exchange a little earlier that night ; 
'' impossible for me to get away, the Queen has 
commanded my presence. You have heard the 
news ? ” he added v^ith an unconsciously melan- 
choly countenance. 

Neuberg had heard the news : whispers at Court 
spread quickly from ear to ear. But the words of 
congratulations seemed to halt on his tongue. 
Spencer, not at all surprised, it appeared, bj?’ his 
friend's silence, turned away, breathing deeply and 
pulling at his collar with impatient fingers, as if 
oppressed by a sense of strangulation. The officer 
stood looking after him and his soul was dark within 
him. He was fuU of misgivings for the two people 
he loved best in the world. However delicious he 
had thought the idea of Spencer in love, the thought 
of Spencer bound, Spencer engaged, Spencer mar- 
ried — and married to the Countess de Lucena of aU 
women in the world — ^was monstrous ! Moreover, 
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mt task to be the bearer of this mes- 
J 1 that it meant, to the Prima Donna. 

Rochester’s 
The news 


The most susceptible spot in young 
mental anatomy was as yet his vanity, 
of the eccentric, erratic, obscure commoner’s engage- 
ment to the Countess came as a severe blow upon 
this most vulnerable place. Like a too self-confident 
piigilist advancing with cork-like springs to conquest, 
he found himself all at once with the breath knocked 
out of his body, in the most imdignified attitude, 
dizzy with his fall. 

It was certainly not with the object of making 
himself a pleasant addition to Eva’s httle party that 
he presented himself at her apartment that night, 
but rather from the unamiable, if thoroughly human, 
instinct of venting his ill-humour upon someone.^ 

Eva herself, flushed, concentrated and brooding, 
was soon like the Eva of their acquaintance, loqua- 
cious and energetic, whether in joy or grief, that 
— -hor miite knew which way now to 
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i come to-night.” Then she laughed again, but no 

, ■ more gerialiy, at the officer’s astonished countenance. ^ 

: ” Do you think I have no eyes in my head,” she went 

. I on, “ and that because I was singing I could not use 

j them ? My goodness ! were not Spencer and his 

fine lady right under my nose half the evening ? 

I it I Well, she will be a match for him I Heaven help 

I t . him ! You are all mad, I think, to permit such a 

thing:; itfeaerime I” ■ ■ :i: 

t *' Eva, Eva ! ” ejaculated Neuberg in a tone 

J ■ through which pity, entreaty, rebuke, and sympathy 
.. - were interhvined as the strands of a rope. 

Duke, elaborately sarcastic, and 

i; cutting a slice of brawn with murderous precision, ' 

it; ; ' 'll “ however that may be, one can hardly say that the 

, Countess has found her match.” 

•f .j “ Eh ! ” said Eva, turning upon him bodily with 

a portentous sweep, “ and what might you mean by 
that ? ” 

Neuberg was glad enough of the opportunity to • 
relieve his overcharged feelings. 

" Hold your tongue, you young fool ! ” |fe gi'owled. ' 
Rochester tlirew up his head fiercely ; his eyes 
shone fresh duels and re-sharpened swords. 

“ Count Neuberg ” began he, but Eva, with ' 

loud emphasis and voluble speech, bore down the 
boding quarrel. . 

„ , , “ You be quiet 1 ” she cried, and rapped her 

I ; ■ younger guest over the finger with the handle of her 

I fcuk. " Hush I hush ! not a word more. What is 

I I the meaning of this ? Does the child intend to defy 
|:| Ms nurse? .Hoity toity!, As for you, Neuberg, leave 

ill ' ' I ' 



him alone : the lad is quite right ; Spencer is no 
match for her. Alas, my poor Spencer ! ^ It is the 
lion with the serpent. He will draw her beauty to 
the warmth of his great heart, and she will luxuriate 
in it and coil herself round it ; and one day she wili 
turn upon him, strike, and glide away, and leave 
him with the dead poison in his blood. My God ! 
do I not know the species ? It is not so uncommon, 1 
assure you, as you think, my poor young friend, and 
we honest women — ^we have not a chance against 
them, not one. Your Lucena is pretty enough, I 
grant you, in her skinny way, and she is a fine lady, 
a great lady, and all the rest of it. But, mark you, 
it is not the beauty that does it, it is not the rank, 
and not the cleverness—it is just the devil in them ! 
Ah, they know exactly where to have you, you men ! 
They have but to give the best of you a glint with . 
the tail of their eye, and off you go trotting, Hke so 
many little dogs. And you, who won’t let your 
•wives or your sweethearts or your sisters so much as 
call their soul their own, you mil dance your whole 
set of tricfc for whatever such a one is pleased to 
throw you, and not care if you are one of twenty. 

“ My dear Eva ! ” said Neuberg ; then he added 
constrainedly, looking down at the tablecloth. 
“There has never been a breath against the 

Countess.’’ , ' • ,, 

“ No, my son,’’ said Eva, “ because she has the 

genius of her art. My goodness ! how blind you 
people are! WeU, some day you will remember 

But surely/' said Rochester, '' Mr. Spencer, of 


'I';;? 


I , 
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“A match for 'her!” cried Eva, pursuing the 
thread of her absorbing thoughts ; “ no, she will not 
find her match here, unless ” — she paused and 
snatched her hand away—" unless it is the King.” 

Shaken out of his ill-humour by this extraor- 
dinary statement, Rochester glanced up to intercept 
a startled look on Neuberg’s countenance. 

“ Upon my word,” said she, relapsing into actual 
despondency — upon my word, I do not blame her. 
Why should she not take the best that life can give 
her in her own way ? It does not pay to have an 
over-delicate conscience in this world. Now, here 
am I : I have kept myself straight and honest 
through everything— kept myself worthy of a good 
man’s love . . . and what have I got ? A careless, 

. kind look, a passing thought. Poor Eva ! A beg- 
gar in the street would get as much. While she 
Oh, I’m sick of it all ! What is the use of my being 
good as well as handsome ? Half , the people I know 
do not believe in it, and the other half think : What 
a fool ! ” She broke into a harsh, jarring laugh. 
“ A fool ! .that is what I have been — ^that is what I 
am ! Well, it is not too late yet to be wise.” 

She got up as she spoke, straightened her figure, 
and threw out her arms. Neuberg leaped up, too, 
in a sort of terror, and caught her to him as if to 
protect her. 

“ For Heaven’s sake ! ” he cried. 

“ Oh,” said she, “ if I am a fool, what a fool are 
you, my poor friend ! ” 

Then she pettishly disengaged herself from., ms 
grasp and took two or three steps up and down the 
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room with an assumed air of jaimtiness that sat very 
ill upon her frank simplicit};'. 

“ Did I not sing very well ? ” she asked. “ I 
think I created a most favourable impression. Your 
King is a fine-looking man, Gustaf.’' 

Neuberg first laughed at this childish taunt ; the 
, next instant he looked gi'ave, opened his mouth to 
speak, but closed it again dumbly. 

At that moment there was a knock at the door, 
and Triidchen, entering, gaspingly announced that 
a gentleman officer — a very fine officer — ^requested 
a few moments private interview with the Fraulein 
Visconti. 

“ A private interview ! ” ejaculated Neuberg, in 
a towering rage, before Eva had time to respond— 
“ a private interview ! What devil’s impudence is 
this ? Send him back to his brimstone home — or, 
stay, have him shown up here. What can the scoun- 
drel have to say to you in private, I should like to 
know ! No, better still, I will go down and see to 
this mj^self ! ” 

Fuming, he reached for his sword-belt, but Eva 
waved him aside. 

“ Ta-ta-ta-ta ! you give your orders very freely in 
my hoirse, young man : a little more modesty, if 
you please. Pray, are you the only fine officer I 
am to admit to private interviews ? ” 

She turned to Triidchen hereupon and bade her 
admit the gentleman to the little parlour downstairs 
whither she would immediately herself follow. 

" Eva ! Eva ! ” remonstrated her lover, with 
something between a whine and a growl. 
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But she, with an air of the most profound indiffer- 
ence, settled her curls before the glass, twitched her 
laces, smoothed her skirts, and sailed majestically 
from the room. . 

“ Now, you be quiet ! ” she cried sharply over her 
shoulder as her quick ear caught Neuberg’s sur- 
reptitious tread behind her, and she slammed the 
door m his face. 

“ Devil’s brew ! ” said Neuberg, and ground his 
heel. 

The Duke stared ; he was beginning to forget his 
own grievances in the interest of the orama that was 
being played around him. 

Neuberg went to the door, set it ajar and stood 
hstening intently, nis nand upon his sword- All 
was silence in the house— silence singular and sus- 
picious. ■ j 

Absently gazing at each other, the two men waited, 
every nerve on the stretch, while Eva’s little dock 
tick ed out an interminable quarter of an hour. At 
last there was the noise of opening doors below, of 
riankin g heels, the slam of the Iiouse door ; then the 
rustle of Eva’s skirts and her step slow upon the 

With an unconsciously comical glance at his friend, 
Neuberg retreated on tiptoe to his chair. Both 
watched eagerly for the singer’s entrance. 

She came in with the same lagging step, wrapped 
as in a mantle of profound reflection. In her 
hand she held a magnificent bouquet of exotic 
flowers. 

Neuberg’s quick jealousy was once more all aflame. 


238 YOUNG APRIL. 

He clenclied his hs-nds to hoop tliem froiTi sncitchiiig 
the gift from her grasp. 

“ Who is it ? What did he want ? ” 

Eva looked at him for a moment witliout speak- 
ing ; then she looked down at her flowers and pulled 
the leaves with the tips of her fingers. 

“ Did I not tell you,” she said, “ that I liad a suc- 
cess this evening ? ” but her voice had not its usual 
frank ring. 

“ Who is it ? ” repeated Neuberg, coming close 
up to her. 

Rochester saw that he was trembling, that his 
handsome gay countenance had grown quite livid. 

She faced him with a sudden quick movement ; 
their eyes were nearly on a level. 

“ I never gave you, that I know of, the right to 
question me. Pray, may I not have admirers as 
well as other people ? Oh, I have got one worth 
having this time I ” She laughed bitterly. “ It is 
as I said : I am sick of being good ; I am going to 
enjoy myself I” ■ v. 

With a sudden savagely abrupt movement she 
snatched from the bosom of her low dress a handful 
of jewels— jewels that flashed and sparkled, a living 
stream of green fire, in her fingers— and flung them 
on the table amid the homely viands. 

With starting eyeballs Neuberg glared at them, 
but to his fury words refused themselves. The 
Duke came up to her, small, cool, self-possessed, and 
took her hand. 

“ My kind nurse,” he said, " you do not mean 
this.’'- 


ill? : |Vv \ ' ; ■;;:;?;?; ?:|?;''2^9?\ 

J He looked at her with grandfatherly seriousness ; 

then he picked the riviere of emeralds off the ham, 

: the bracelet from the salt-cellar, and wiped them 

daintily with his napkin. “ You wUi promise us 

to return these presents to their donor. 

Before he had finished speaking, Neuberg clutched 
them from him, looked at them keeidy, and then at 

the woman. . 

“ You know what these are worth,” he said, m an 
ominously quiet voice. “ There is only one man in 
this town could make such presents. Eva, you don t 
know what you are doing. I will restore them. 

Eva turned from one to the other of the earnest 
; brave young faces and her hps trembled for a mo- 

[ ment ; then she held out her hand. 

^ j s “ Those are mine,” she said doggedly ; “ restore 

i them to me, h you please.” 

i Without a word Neuberg handed them to her. 

' She clasped the necldace round her throat, and the 

bracelet round her wrist. ^ 

1 '' They become, do they not,** said she, my 

bronze hair ? • 

I never thought/' said Neuberg, in a harsh voice, 
i that you could look ugly, Eva, but with these 

•' tilings upon you- — oh, heavens, you are hideous 1 

Come, Rochester, let us go." 

Oh, go, go ! " cried the woman, breaking into 
sudden’iU-teraper. “ And a pleasant pair you have 
been, and a pleasant supper we have had together . 

Neuberg, pale as death, made her a formal bow. 
At the door she called him hack tauntingly. 

4 “ So I am hideous,” she said. “ Look agam. 
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Neuberg— look again ! Do they not become me ? 
Are they not a right royal gift ? ” 

Neuberg pushed the Englishman violently out 
before Mm ; they fled clattering down the stairs. 
But in the street he suddenly halted and flung Mm- 
self against the wall of the house with a groan. 

“ And to tMnk,” said he, " that she would never 
take from me an3d;Hng more lasting than a flower ! " 
'' She is not herself,” said the Duke consolingly. 

“ No,” said Neuberg ; " and that is the danger. 
If she were but to her own self true, all would be 

well ; but in tMs mood and with such a -maTi ” 

" Is it reaUy the King? ” wMspered the Duke, 
awestruck. 

The ofiicer's only answer was a glance of despair 
and a gesture indicating his own epaulettes. Then 
fury again convulsed him. ' 

“ I would tear them from me,” he said, after a 
pause, in a strangled voice ; “ but, though they bind 
my tongue and hands, yet they alone give me free- 
dom to remain near her.” 

“ Oh, cheer up, old fellow ! are there not two of 
us ? It wiU be aU right, you will see,” cried Roches- 
ter, deeply moved and, in his inability to express 
his feelings, relapsing into schoolboy awkwardness. 
But inwardly he was making a mighty and a manly 
resolve, and felt the soreness of his own arhin g heart 
sensibly assuaged thereby. 


s 

i’:: 


Spencer was pacing up and down the room in loose 
slippered feet. He alternately puffed at and waved 
liis long meerschaum pipe, blissfully unconscious of 
its extinction. At every turn he made a little halt 
and his eyes sought, and rested for a few seconds 
upon, the little cup of delicate yellow Sevres china 
for which a space had been cleared on his mantel- 
shelf. Neuberg sat, moodily hunched up in the 
leather armchair, his elbows on his knees ; his pro- 
file, Jit by the ray of the reading-lainp, was twisted 
into bitter lines ; his eyes glowered into space. It 
was a most unwonted attitude for the smart and 
buoyant Life-Guardsman. 

Tingling in every nerve from the rapidity and 
passion of emotional life into which, from the slug- 
gish stream of his previous existence, he now found 
himself flung as into a whirlpool of unknown depth 
and force, young Rochester, with a flush on each pale 
cheek, sat on one of the little hard cane chairs, sadly 
listening to his two friends. 

At times he shunned their company ; the pres- 
ence of Spencer was as a blister to his sensibility ; 
the name of Julia from those hps, the happy smile, 
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the tender silence of the favoured lover— all this 
was more than he could endure. And at such mo- 
ments he would plunge alone into the open country 
to confide his sorrows to the fields and skies, or 
dream in the heart of some scented dell dear im- 
possible dreams, as sweet and single-minded and 
foolishly young as April itself. But at other times 
he would* feel that to be alone with his own unrest 
was the one thing unbearable ; that to hear all that 
he could hear of her, to study every phase of this 
courtship, which seemed to him every day more in- 
explicable and more unsuitable, had become a neces- 
sity, horrible but stringent. 

And though the Countess rode daily with her 
lover — on Zuleika, his gift — daily also did Rochester 
see her, too, if only for a minute, and never without 
carrying away with him a little more oil for the 
foolish, starveling flame in his heart. 

''The man who has not known love,"^ said the 
Philosopher, taking up the thread of his discourse 
after a rapturous pause of contemplation, “ has 
never known life. He is the blind man who 
has never seen colour nor form, light nor shade ; 
the deaf man whose sealed ears have gathered no 
sound but the dull booming of his own arteries, the 
man to whom the thunder of God or the nightingale's 
voice have alike no meaning. He is as the dumb 
who has never spoken to his kind. Nay, he is as 
the dead — ^worse than the dead, for his inert flesh 
has never harboured anything but an unvivified 
soul,'' 

Neuberg turned his moody eyes upon the speaker. 
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Well, I never thought I should live to hear your 
drivel, Michael/' growled he. 

Spencer, from the further end of the room, turned 
Ms head, smiling : 

' My gentle Proteus, Love's a mighty lord, and 
hath so humbled me.' " 

'' I thought/' pursued Neuberg. iinmoliified, '' that 
you, afc least, amid the gerxera.1 luriac3;. that seems to 
have come over us ail, would I.iave kept ^mur sariit5i', 
but you are as bad as the rest. You have given 
that woman everything : your liberty, your indi- 
viduality, your time, your wits, your horse, your- 
self ! It is madness i ” 

'' Madness 1 " echoed his friend, who inhaled and 
expelled an imaginary puff of tobacco-smoke from 
his lips, and again waved his pipe ; time was in- 
deed v/hen I v/as mad. But now I am sane — sane 
at last ! ‘ Now no discourse except it be of love,' 

now ' can I break my fasts, dine, sup and sleep 
upon the very naked name of love 1 ' " 

Bah ! " cried the other, with an angry snort, 
and looked sharply away as if the sight of the Phi- 
losopher's illumined countenance were more than 
he could bear. 

The PMiosoplier, however, airily resumed his 
w'alk. ITis step was springy, and the skirt of, his 
dressing-gown floated as he went. 

A pause fell, and the night sounds seemed to grow 
louder from without. A dog bayed, a cock crew ; 
then the church clocks far and near proclaimed a 
quarter. 

'' Can it be/' cried Neuberg, with a sudden burst 
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of furious irritation, beating his knee with his hand, 
that the best and the wisest are thus turned in an 
hour into toys for the sport of the most capricious, 
the most wanton ? What are you now, Michael, but 
an air-balloon floating on the breath of a woman's 
lips? .What is Eva? • . . What — what is this love 
that can so rule and ruin us ? 

I will tell you,” said Mr. Spencer, halting before 
his friend and smiling upon Mm, a vast, benign 
figure, from his unlifted height. '' It is the spring- 
time of our human life, carissimo. To some it comes 
early, to some it comes late ; to some in all haste, 
the passion of an hour ; to some with slow, gradual, 
beautiful development. To some it comes not at 
all. But those are the base, or the too unfortunate, 
and those we will leave out of reckoning. With 
the spring all Nature awakes, life courses through 
her, the earth is quickened, sap flows back to the 
dried twigs, tender and lovely flowers break on the 
black sod, bare places are clothed with green, the 
silent birds gather voice, the new hearts beat in 
the shell, the imprisoned streams rush forth. That 
is Spring 1 and that is Love ! But you have felt 
it, Gustaf— you do not need my word.” 

Rochester saw Neuberg's lips writhe in a sar- 
castic smile. 

A very powerful frost has nipped my little season 
in the bud,” said the officer. And do you call yours 
and the Grafin de Lucena's passion for each other 
spring, my good friend ? There is a kind of torrid 
heat about you two that rather disturbs the 
simile.” 


“ Well, I will find another for you — a hundred, if 
you like/' Spencer laughed gently as he spoke: 
'' Love is the sun of life that turns all that it touches 
to beauty ; the bit of broken glass in the gutter into 
a flashing jewel, the empty straw into a bar of gold, 
the whitewashed attic into a palace chamber, men's 
sorrowful and stormy pilgrimage on this earth into 
a long dream of paradise, the common round of life, 
the small daily task, into something precious, some- 
thing full of wonder. You see that cup ? She gave 
it me. What is it ? A mere eggshell bit of clay. 
For me it beams like a star ; it speaks a thou- 
sand tongues ; it speaks of her. A draught from 

v:-;: : 

Flere Neuberg interrupted him ruthlessly, and 
harping back to the first part of his friend's sen- 
tence, ‘‘ Oh, fatal simile 1 ” cried he, between a 
laugh and a groan — a bit of glass into a diamond, 
a brittle straw into a bar of gold. Oh, my friend, 
have I built with straw ? Have you picked up the 
mock jewel ? " 

Spencer looked at him for a moment with a 
startled eye, then he broke again into his tolerant, 
amused laugh. 

“ Weil," said he, let us call love by what name 
you will, it is yet the spark that divinises poor 
humanity, the motor spring of its best energies. It 
is love of his Creator that uplifts the saint ; it is 
love of his fellow man that makes the philanthropist ; 
love for his country, the hero ; love of Ms people, 
the ruler. But it is love between man and v/oman 
alone, that divine double selfishness, that makes 


246 , YOUNG APRIL. 

happiness, and it is happiness keeps the world 

from chaos. 

I never thought, either,” said Neuberg, that 
I should live to see you selfish. You had not a 
minute to spare from your happiness all these days. 
All the claims of the old friend could not drag you 
from the side of the new love. Oh, for God's sake 1 
be your own old self but for half an hour, and let us 
talk sense. Everything is going wrong, Michael: 
Eva is in danger — that Sachs was there again to- 
day, and she and I have quarrelled. She has for- 
bidden me her door. And I must be dumb ” — he 
struck his mouth fiercely — '' dumb even to you ! ” 

Spencer deposited liis pipe on the table and seemed 
momentarily surprised to find it cold ; then he came 
over to Neuberg and laid his hand upon his shoul- 
ders. His voice, expression, bearing, were aU 
altered. i 

'' Believe me, Gustaf,” said he, '' did I apprehend 
what you do, I would instantly take steps to inter- 
fere. You know what little store I set by that 
tinsel decoration. Royal favour ; nevertheless, were 
it as precious to me as it is to most men, I should 
not hesitate a moment. But you are wrong. Let 
Eva talk, let her play, at recklessness, at heart she 
is too sound, in temper she is too proud, her head 
is too clear — -she will never fail. As for the King, 
I have had time to diagnose his character ; in spite 
of many faults, he is an honourable man. He has 
noble qualities. You are his friend as well as Ms 
servant ; he knows of your love for Eva— need I 
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Neuberg lifted upon Mm a dull and hopeless 
eye. 

No, yon need say no more/" he answered in a 
tone of muffled resentment. He stood up as he 
spoke, stiffened himself, buckled on his sword, then 
suddenly turned upon Spencer with another gust of 
passion. Well, shall I tell you/" said he, what 
love is ? It is part of the curse of our fallen race ; 
it is the bait put into the hands of the devil, who, 
we ai'e taught, roams the earth unseen to trap us into 
fury and madness, into crime and despair. It is the 
Dead Sea fruit, fair to the eye, ash on the lips ; it 
is the mother of jealousy, and envy, and dissension, 
of treachery, hypocrisy, hatred, murder/" His 
voice, always harsh in excitement, grew more and 
more rasping as he spat each bitter word louder 
and louder at his friend. Love ... it is what 
kindles the flames of hell in our souls and keeps 
the place warm for us below. It has made my 
sweet Eva a tortured, reckless woman; it makes 
you, youy a callous, self-absorbed, unfeeling man ; 
it makes ... it makes Rochester there an in- 
sufferable popinjay! It is making me — ^what I 
am to-night ! "" 

He stamped his foot, seized his cap, and dashed 
out of the room, slamming the door behind Hm. 
The clank of his spurs rang into the silence of the 
house and rose again in fury up to the open window, 
from the street below, to die away into the night. 

Spencer had made no attempt to arrest Hm, and 
stood listening with bent head. Rochester had 
grown quite white. 


i 
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" Poor fellow ! ” said the Philosopher at last, " it 
goes hard with him. But between him and Eva 
no man, least of all myself, may dare slip a finger 
now. They must fight their own battle. Yet, 
mark you, young man,” he went on, falling back 
into his didactic manner, “ he is domg Eva a grave 
injustice in his fears. There is just one thing she 
will never do ” 

“ There are rumours at the Court already, never- 
theless,” interrupted Rochester, in a low voice. 

“ Rumours ! ” echoed Spencer scornfully. Then, 
after a reflecting pause : “ Poor child ! It is a 
cruel world. All alone. She must not be exposed 
to that if it can be helped. And hei-e a man’s word 
is worse than useless — remember that, Duke ; an 
incautious defence of a woman by a man is some- . 
times the remedy that is worse m the end than the 
disease. But a woman, a woman’s tact, a look, 
a single word, can silence evil tongues. I will see 
to it.” 

Rochester rose to leave. He felt, with the inex- 
perience of youth, suddenly brought to face the 
sordid part of life, disgusted with it, and indignant 
at the toleration of others, and moreover he was as 
unconvinced as Neuberg himself. His S3nnpathies, 
too, were all with the latter. It was Spencer’s in- 
congruous engagement to the Countess that had 
started the wheel of misfortune, and his own pride 
was stiU smarting. 

“ I hope you are right, Mr. Spencer,” said he ; 
“but no one knows of what folly a woman may 
be capable.” 
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He shook his head with the hoary wisdom of 
his years and with some formality took his de- 
parture. 

Spencer laughed to himself when the door closed. 
** These April bloods ! thought he — these push- 
ing shoots who deem their immature buds to be 
the finished fruits of earth 1 '' 

He ran his hands through Ms hair, and sighed 
luxuriously to find himself alone. The most gre- 
garious of humans, he was at the same time the 
most complacent of his own solitaxy good company. 
He glanced round reflectively at his writing-desk, 
at his books, and hesitated. Then Ms eye fell upon 
the little cup, and grew brooding. He reached for 
his pipe, filled it, gravitated towards his armchair, 
and, cross-legged, began to smoke and to muse, still 
gazing at the cup. 

His thoughts from his happy garret floated over 
the sleeping town, passed the guard of the palace, 
reached an amber-veiled room, the scented casket 
where rested his beloved. Lying like a lily just 
mown, straight and stately and pure, he saw her 
sleeping in the soft light. 


Amid gossamer sheets and laces, satin hangings 
and down pillows, the woman lay, staring with 
fevered eyes far into the watches of the night, her 
brain working yearningly, yet angrily, round an 
unsoivable problem. 


When Spencer’s pipe went out and Ms lamp had 
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burnt low, he got up to seek Ms rest ; but he took 
with him the cup from the shelf and placed it on 
the .'SM/' of - his: /uncurtained \TOido\v, where the first 
.rays -of -. the '■ rising sun 'would strike itS; yellow " 
cheek. 







Of set purpose, Rochester had thrown himself a 
good deal into Court circles during these latter days. 
He had that afternoon held short but vivacious 
converse with a certain mercurial young gentle- 
man of the Queen's household, one Ernst von Man- 
teufel, and in the course of a few minutes had had 
his mind considerably opened to the mysteries of 
Palace life. 

The talk first fell upon his own beautiful country- 
woman ; and the Duke, unable to arrest his com- 
panion's tongue, felt every chivalrous instinct •within 
him rise against the malice that sought to blast by 
sheer innuendo the fair name of a solitary woman, 
against whom it was evident no positive allegation 
could be made. 

A Diana, said the scandal-monger— a positive 
Diana. Chastity personified ? Certainly. People 
said that in Florence it was a case of safety in 
numbers. He I he 1 A follower of St. Paul s 
counsel, you know — all things to all men. But 
that was mere gossip — irresponsible gossip ; he did 
not believe it. The Queen's friend— that was enough. 
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a cloud lately ; Her Majesty was supposed to have 
withdraw her countenance. Why, no one quite 
ventured to put into words . . . 

“ I should think not,” said Rochester discourag- 
ingly. “ The invention of some empty fool.” 

“ Quite so,” agreed Manteufel heartily. “ Wheth- 
er,” added he, shrugging his shoulders, “old Melk 
grubbed up anything about the past or present I 
do not know. She was ahvays deadly jealous of the 
Grafin. People say that on the very day of these 
extraordinary betrothals— with Mr. Spencer, you 
know — she insulted the Grafin Lucena so disgrace- 
fully that the latter, just as she was going in to the 
Queen, broke her fan across her face. Anyhow, 
Melk’s nose bled; and as Donna Julia was ail in 
favour again. Her Majesty told old Melk that she 
was evidently not in a proper state of health to 
attend to her duties, and sent her home to recruit 
— ^he ! he ! A good riddance for us all ! ” 

Here he looked cautiously around him, edged a 
step closer to the Duke, and whispered behind his 
hand : 

“ Have you noticed the Grafin’s jager ? Some 
people say that he could explain a good deal.” 

“ Herr von Manteufel,” cried Rochester, starting, 
“ I do not understand you, and — Hush, I don’t 
want to.” 

Manteufel’s innocent pink countenance bore the 
impress of the most intense astoni^ment for a 
second ; then he nodded good-humouredly. 

“ Quite right, my lord,” said he, and stepped back. 
“Not fair — ^not fair at aU, I am quite of your opinion. 
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Ah, Mr. Spencer is a lucky fellow. Potzblitz 1 we 
would all give our ears to stand in his boots. Ex* 
traordinar}/ man ! Have you known him long ? — 
ever heard of him in England ? Ah ! I thought 
not. They do not want him over there. Mystery, 
you know — ^mystery ! They say he came with letters 
from your King. Gay dog in Ms youth, eh, your 
King George ? Positively, my dear lord ’’ — here 
he edged a step nearer, and his voice sank — I have 
seen a portrait of George of England in his youth — 
the image, the very image of our friend ! Why, I 
heard His Majesty call him cousin myself 1 Extraor- 
dinary person, anyhow. The power of mesmerism 
— oh, have you not heard ? The poor Grafin was 
quite in Ms power — had no idea of what happened. 
But His Majesty insists on the marriage ; so does 
the Queen. They quite exonerate her, you under- 
stand, so large-minded they are."' 

Really, Herr von Manteufel,'" interrupted the 
Duke, you forget that Mr. Spencer is a friend of 
naine, and that I am in a position to contradict any 
such wanton absurdity 1 " 

Absurdity ? " replied the buoyant little gentle- 
man, quite unabashed ; my dear Duke, that is the 
very word — I used it myself I But, indeed, it was 
no other person than his bosom friend, Count Neu- 
berg, who spread that story of the Professor's mes- 
meric gift. Mesmeric 1 Pooh ! He has not the eye 
for it, my lord, nor the power. But, then, we ail 
know that dear Neuberg is such a simpleton — ^the 
laugMng stock, sir, the laughing stock of the Court. 
I ask you, you as a man of the world . there is a 
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fellow who has been six months our King’s Equerry, 
and never rests till he can bring his mistress under 
the Royal eye. Six months with His Majesty, and 
as good as throws his fair one into the Ro 3 /al arms. 
And mind you, my lord, the fool loves her. It is 
not as if he wanted to get rid of her ! ” 

Rochester with a black look laid his hand on the 
speaker’s arm. It was a light touch, but it imposed 
silence. 

“ May I ask,” said he, in ominously quiet tones, 
“ to whom you refer, when you speak of my friend 
Count Neuberg’s mistress ? ” 

” You English, ah, you English ! ” cackled the 
other, after a second’s pause. “ Is it possible thus 
to look over what is actually mider your nose ! Why, 
the Visconti, the singer, the beauty 1 She has been 
his mistress for years. He ! he ! Postilion you did 
drive her a little way off the road, though ; we know 
that — shocking, ■ shocking ! Mais on en revient tou- 
jours. . . . Eh ! Well, upon mjf soul, you have 
both good taste — and good luck. But so has His 
Majesty, mind you. Have 3 -ou heard ? " Here the 
hand went up again, and the discreet whisper re- 
commenced. “ Have you heard that the very night 
of the concert — ^the very night, sir — oh, I have it 
from the page of the Bedchamber — His Majesty was 
closeted with Herr von Sachs, who sallied forth into 
our good town with the most blatant air of mystery ? 
Ah, ha, we all know when the Centaur is pla} 7 ing 
Mercury? — ^he is about as fit for it as a mid boar to 
dance the minuet ; perhaps there are others more fit, 
and one day His Majesty may cast his eye around 
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liim with clearer vision . . . but passons. Well, as I 
was saying, Sachs sallied forth mysteriously wrapped 
in his cloak ; he was carrying a casket, and in that 
casket a certain set of emeralds as large as nuts. I 
know all about them — I have seen them . . . but 
that is too long a story. I will teU it yon another 
time. Now it seems that the Visconti's maid has 
been bragging in the market-place of the lox^ely 
green stones her mistress has been given. I say 
nothing ; deduce for yourself. But if we do not 
find His Majesty making a little tour soon to his 
hunting-box — just to ascertain the prospects of sport, 
you understand — and if the Visconti is not suddenly 
indisposed about the same time — ^singers call such 
occurrences sore throats, I believe — I should be 
greatly surprised, greatly." 

" Pah ! " said the Duke. They were strolling up 
and down the terrace. He spat upon the path, took 
out his -embroidered handkerchief, '.and wiped his 
lips with a grimace of disgust. .(Manteufel thought 
the action rather vulgar for an English • Duke.) 
Then he suddenly turned on his companion. 

Have you been long at Court yourself, Herr von 
Manteufel? " , ■ 

Herr von Manteufel was slightly, embarrassed, 
but, pushed by a compelling eye,. admitted six weeks. 

So long ! " said the Duke ; you surprise me ! " 
He stood for a moment contemplating, refiectively 
the simpering countenance before him, the owner 
of which was convinced that he had, made himself 
fascinating and entertaining to the, last degree. 

The young Englishman itched to' bring his open 
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palm in sounding contact with that smooth cheek, 
but there were a thousand good reasons against the 
gratification of so purely selfish an impulse. He 
had sought the little scandalmonger for the purpose 
of keeping himself informed of the Court gossip, and 
not only might a duel put him out of favour in Court, 
but it would bring Eva’s name into undeseiwed 
notoriety. And towards her, according to liis tacit 
vow, and with the undoubting complacency of 
youth, he was now determined to act the part of 
guardian angel. He bowed, therefore, and took 
his leave of Herr von Manteufel with sarcastic 
politeness. 

His brow was heavily clouded with a sense of care 
and importance as he walked away. Irresponsible 
as was the information imparted by his new ac- 
quaintance, he had heard enough from other and 
sufficiently reliable quarters to make him realise 
' how dangerous a rival the King was likely to prove 
to any man. He Was moved to call upon Eva im- 
mediately, and to speak words of wisdom to her ; 
but this laudable intention was frustrated by the 
embargo the singer had laid upon her door : 

“ The Fraiilein is at home to no one.” 

His Grace’s feelings were exceedingly ruffled ; he 
now felt inclined to wash his hands loftily of the 
whole concern. This was what came, he told him- 
self, of mixing with the classes. Manteufel was 
right on one point at any rate — ^Neuberg was a fool ! 

A little later in the day, however, he discovered 
that Eva’s prohibition had had nothing invidious in 
it, had been by no means directed against him, but 



was, in fact, a measure of whichi in the circum- 
stances, he could not but approve. 

4J. jf* 

Neuberg, with the first look of satisfaction Ms 
face had worn during the last three days, showed 
Rochester a letter when they met that evening 

before supper. 

I received it/' he said, a few minutes ago. I 
shall sleep to-night." 

Rochester took it ; it was in Eva’s vehement 
scrawl. 

“ Neuberg,” it ran, “ you are a fool and a bore. 
If you come knocking at my lodging any more, I 
obtain an order of arrest against you, as a public 
nuisance. Good Gracious 1 ' what are you made of ? 
and what do you think I am made of ? Yes, sir, 
this is the question ; What do you tMnk I am made 
of ? Oh, I am very angry ! How dare you ! ^ But 
never mind that now. Do you forget that my aebut 
at the opera is to-morrow night, and that, vuth all 
these agitations, I shall have no more voice than a 
raven? Till to-morrow night, then, I close my 
doors to ' evefyoiK ” (this was heavily underlined), 
“ but you may come a.nd assist at my triumph if jiou 
like, you three, and bring bouquets as large as your- 
selves, and afterwards you may all come to my 
rooms and be forgiven. Tell the others ; we shall 
have one more joUy night, at least. „ 

Rochester read and folded the letter, and handed 
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it gravely back. 
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Then he, too, sighed a sigh of 


“ I can tell you something,” he said importantly : 
“ Sachs went , three times to Eva’s lodgings to-day, 
was refused admittance twice, and the last time left a 
letter. He was as yellow as Iiis own saddle-leather. 
It is the talk of the Court, and the King — ” 

“ And His Majesty ? ” said the officer, v/ith a look 
that at once seemed to forbid and invite confidence. 

“Well, His Majesty, it would seem, was not in 
the best of humours.” 

“ By heavens, Spencer was right ! ” cried Neu- 
berg — “ right as usual ! I ought to have knovm my 
Eva better. What ! did I not tell jmu she was as 
true as steel ! Fool that I was to forget it ! ” 
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heart and soul, to the power which even he unwill- 
ingly and unsympathisingly felt at times so strong, 
if it were that she loved Spencer, how came it then 
that she could gaze upon another with such mys- 
terious kindness in her eyes ? How came it that she 
should cloud over at any aEusion to her forthcoming 
maiTiage ? And why did she allow him, Rochester, 
to look at her as he had dared to look— to say to her 
what he had at last dared to say ? Why should she 
encourage him to come to her, well knowing what 
was in his heart ? 

To-day, when he had kissed her hand on leaving, 
had he not said. “ In three days I must go back to 
England. ... It will be hke going from life to 
death, to leave you ” ? And had she not answered, 
looking at him wistfully and sighing, “ Back to 
England ! Would, homing swallow, that you could 
hike me on your wings ! ” Why had he not asked 
her then what she had meant by that sigh, that 
look, those words ? 

What a Duchess she would have made ! thought 
the boy. With ;sach a star by his side, what an 
entrance for the hew Duke of Rochester upon the 
world ! Past and future, not to speak of rapturous 
present, would be all golden in such a light. And 
between him and this vision stood— -what ? Shabby, 
eccentric, unknown. Spencer, with his theories, his 
impulses, his pipe, and his babouches ! . . . The 
incongruity would be laughable were it not tragic. 

So Rochester tramped the tender sod, gray in the 
starlight, and brushed against lilac-branches and 
syringa, each waft of perfume adding, as he inhaled 


it a poignancy to his longings. All the world so 
beautfful, the spring so sweet, and he not to have 

Ills cLcsir^i ^ 

' The long window of the Covmtess’s drawing-room 
was thrown open, and, passing through the wide 
shaft of light, she and Spencer came foidh upon the 
terrace. The Duke, fearful of discovery before the 
Philosopher’s eyes, withdrew into the ^ 

busy arbour, where the 

to wind its perfumed horns, and there stood t 
and. with a flutta'ing heart, listei^. 

“ What a lovely night ! ’ said Doma 
voice, in its pretty, precise Enghsh, ieU ^th the 
most absolute harmony on the ^universal silenc . 

“ Oh, Spencer, look at the stars • , 

They leant over the marble balustrade, and 
Rochiter thought that Spencer held his arm round 

...The floor of Heaven 
Tci thick iulaid with patines of pure gold; 

There’s not the smaEest orb vihich thou behold st, 

But in his motion like an angel smgs, ^ 

Still choiring to the young-eyed Cherabun. 

This came in Spencer’s voice, idbrating 

tenderness which none but oto E 

the power to evoke in a man wine non , , . 

the right to listen to. “ Yes, the heavens axe beauti- 
M and many times have I spent the horns 

of tli night in watching the J 

of those stars, until each flame 

unknown space assumed a separate meaning, 

• individual expression, and uplifted me m such close 
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commniiing, that what Shakespeare calls the 
' muddjT' vesture of decay ' seemed to fall away, and 
I dreamed I heard the music of the spheres. But 
to-night, to-night, my heaven lies closer to me 1 
The stars never have discoursed such harmony to 
me as your lips, and I do not envy the young-eyed 
Cherubim when I may gather all the music of 
Paradise into my soul thus/' 

As he spoke there fell a long silence, and then her 
voice rose again : 

** And is it so, really, my Philosopher ? Have I 
given you heaven for a moment — even for a moment 
the realisation of your dreams ? " 

More 1 " cried the man, in a tone that passion 
had altered beyond recognition. A thousand times 
more 1 I never dreamt such happiness as this ! " 

'' Oh, then," she said, and her voice shook, '' as 
you are a wise man, be content with the thing of 
perfection and do not ask the impossible." 

What is the impossible ? " said he, wonderingly. 

“ It is," said she, and hesitated, to press the vine, 
and yet think to keep the bloom on the gi*ape. It is 
to try and bind an April hour, to gather the flower 
and yet want to harvest the fruit. Oh, Spencer, let 
us be wise ; let us only take of life what it can give 
beautifully ! " 

“I ask of. life but one thing," he interrupted, 
“ and that is you. And, having you, I shall have 
the very centre and treasure of life's beauty." 

“ And what of age ? " she said ; and what of 
sickness, and temper, and fa,tigue ? And what of the 
dreariness of habit — " 
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/te fiercely, and 

■eangK ■; ' ^ ;V, ' . 

It was with a little sigh that she spoke again : ' i 

Why^^'^^ '■Vniost 'imphilosophic philosopher, 

good-night!'' . •■ 

Good-night/' he answered, and left her, and then ;| 
came back, running, to bid her good-night again. ^ . ii 

Rochester heard Ms footsteps 'die away in the dis- ij 
tance, and knew that the Countess remained lean- , 

ing against the balustrade and that she was gazing | 

into the night. He heard her sigh several times as .j 
though she felt oppressed. But he had no wish to • 

seek her out, separated from him as she seemed by j 

Spencer’s kisses. His hea.rt was so heavy witMn Mm i 

and so sore withal, that he cast himself full length j 

upon the bench, like one over-weighted with the | 

burden of life, and there lay staring upwards at the j 

sapphire vault ; the message of the stars to Mm | 

brought no peace. j 

•K. -Ifr ^ ^ ^ I 

Now and again a breath of the breeze, like a faint ^ 

sigh from the sleeping earth, shivered among the ) 

branches around him. Some of last year s leaves • j 
snapped on their dry stems ; a bird piped in its sleep. | 

These were the sounds of silence, and tne silence ji 

brooded over Rochester for what seemed a long time. j 

Then the blank page of this night's stillness was | 

marked by the print of steps that fell lightly as last 1 

year's leaves ; the edr trembled to a rustle of robes ; 

no louder than the whisper of the breeze, and the j 

youth felt in every fibre of his being that she was \ 

approaching. Down the steps he heard her come, 
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and across the sward, and there pace to and fro 
slowly, lithely restlessh;^ breakiiig now a bough of 
syringa, now a spire of lilac ; and he heard her beat 
the flowers softly against her bare pairn, as one deep 
in reflection. Then, all at once, the nistliiig drew 
nearer to his arbour ; there was a pause ; the dry 
honeysuclde branches snapped as she pulled them 
aside, and the bush at his head shook witli a gust of 
sweetness. The boy held his breath ; liis heart 
almost stopped beating. He felt that she was 
standing close by him, looking tlown : l^iit in the 
conflict of emotions, not daring to rise and speak to 
her, afraid to appear in her eyes as eavesdr<jpper 
and spy, he knew not vdiat better cloak to assume 
whereb}’ to hide his confusion than tiie feint of sleep. 

Like a scented cloud, she came between him and 
the stars. Through his closed lids he felt her 
upon him, felt upon his cheek the approach of her 
light breath. 

Had he really been asleep he could not have been 
more held — ^more held in every sense, more helpless 
to the sport of fantasy. Had life depended on it he 
would not have stirred ; had that bending figure 
threatened death he would have taken it without a 
sigh. 

How long she remained thus poised over him he 
could not measure, but the spell was broken at last 
by a joy, by a pain too exquisite, it seemed, for 
mortal to endure. For an instant against his heart 
he felt her bosom lie, upon his forehead the pressure 
of her lips. 

Light and darkness, heaven and earth, swam in 



> chaos before his brain. When he came to himself 
and staggered to his feet, wildly calling “ Diana, my 
goddess ! '' nothing answered him but the sigh of 
the night, the trembling of the honeysuckle leaves. 

* ^ -H* 4C* ‘ * -H- 

As she stepped once more into the yellow light of 
her room there was a tender, amused smile on Donna 
Julia's Mps. 

Poor child 1 At least there is another who has 
had one perfect moment ! '' 






CHAPTER XXXII 


iney roue nara au tiirougn tne bluster or a spnng 
morning, broke fast on horseback, reviewed cavalry, 
inspected new fortifications, cast a whole popula- 
tion into excitement ; thence departing, they left 
a scene of general discomfort behind, for the King 
was more lavish of blame than praise, and seldom 
found matters on a par with his constantly varying 
standards. 

They mounted fresh horses and covered several 
further leagues of road, to surprise in its turn a camp 
of exercise on the plains. And, in a little deluge of 
rain, the indefatigable Sovereign examined muskets 
and tested the progress of recruits, while an unfor- 
tunate instructor perspired himself wetter than even 
the weather could make him, roared himself hoarse, 
and finally, whilst attempting a new manoeuvre (of 
His Majesty’s own device), clubbed his immature 
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seasoned piiilosoph.^/ and resignation. Both were 
tliororigl'% accustomed to the King's periodical 
outbursts of: .energy, when it. seemed as if the very 
air he moved in was charged with electricity, when 
no detail was too small, no matter too private, for 
Ms searching investigation, for his autocratic inter- 

To-day the' King's , restlessness, 'had taken a mili- 
tary bend. To-morrow’’ it might take a municipal 
turn. Once they had known him make a surprise- 
tour through the ladies' boarding-schools of Ms 
kingdom. Great indeed had been the flutter there- 
of : a memorable event to the ‘‘ future mothers of 
his people "-^s His Majesty had addressed them— 
who had had rare occasions to exchange ogles with 
the young officers of his suite, and among whom 
the trdk of moustaches and uniforms had not yet 

But “when, after a dismal meal in a sodden tent, 
Count Neuberg was ordered by his Royal Master 
forthwith to select a third mount for himself from the 
camp stables, and to convey to the Forest-Master 
on the distant Geisburg his Royal intention of re- 
viewing the Foresters on the morrow at noon, it 
requked all the Equerry's sense of discipline to keep 
him from openly showing his disgust. 

The distance was great ; the mountain-roads at 
this times of the year execrable for travelling ; the 
sun was already past its meridian, and he had jogged 
since dawn ; he had been wet tlirough twice ; but 
all this was nothing in comparison with the fact that 
it would be almost beyond human power for Mm to 
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be back at the capital in time for Eva’s d6but that 
evening at the Opera. 

As a thundercloud gathered on his brow, that 
which had been so portentous all day on the XCing’s 
seemed to clear away. 

“You will consider yourself,” said His Majesty 
graciously, fortifying himself with a glass of raw 
spii-its against the long homeward ride-—” you will 
consider yourself relieved from all further duties 
to-day and to-morrow. Count Neuberg.” 

The officer saluted with a scathing internal irony, 
and started for the stable-huts in a black fit of fury. 
He found a beast that, if it showed proof of a vast 
amount of bone, seemed also to vouchsafe the pos- 
session of a little blood, and consequently of some 
staying-power. As they trotted out of the camp at 
the inoderate rate of the good rider who means to 
use his steed to the utmost, the sun suddenly broke 
gloriously over the drenched world. 

Neuberg felt instinctively that, the poor brute he 
bestrode carried a mettled heart. He leant over and 
patted his neck. 

“ Between us,” said he, “ we may do it yet.” 

* # _ ^ 

It was full dark before the tired rider saw from the 
brow of the nearest hill the distant gleam of the 
Capital. The charger had carried him gallantly, but 
the soft-hearted Neuberg, eagerly as his impatience 
pushed Ixim, noyr forbore to spur the exhausted 
animal ; so it was at a foot-pace that they re-entered 
the town. 

He would be just in time, after ail, if he went 
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i I ^ straight to the Opera House. There he could hide 
■ at the back of the stage-box where Spencer and 

Rochester would be awaiting him. Mud-stained he 
was up to the eyes, disordered, soiled with sweat 
and foam, reeking of steed and saddle ; but he would 
i not lose one note of the nightingale’s voice, one look 

\ of the dear eyes, one movement of the illumined 

figure. Above ail, he would be there to protect her 
mth his presence ; he felt that she had come to rely 
upon him more than she herself would admit. He 
could not shelter her from unhallowed criticism nor 
from admiration that v/as more unhallowed still, 
but he could and would stand between her and in- 
sult, whether it came from high or low. 

The ordinary type of man enamoured of an actress 
I loves the actress before the woman ; he has been 

I first led to admire and desire chiefly because so many 

others admire and desire. He revels in her celeb- 
rity, triumphs in her public triumph ; the more she 
gives herself to the world, the prouder is he. But 
' Neuberg loved the woman, and although in his simple 
way he was glad each time he saw her gladness (and 
to carry the world before her by the power of her gift 
had become a necessary part of Eva’s existence), it 
had long been his dream to wean her by degrees 
: from the perilous joys of stage life, so that he might 

I keep her some day for himself alone. 

As he now rode slowly through the streets, heed- 
less of the curiosity that he and his steed excited— 
i eloquent as their appearance was of long and hasty 

, travel — glowing visions of the warm, brilliant 

f I ^ theatre, with Eva’s loveliness as its central point. 
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floated many-coloured before his tired eyes, udth 
now and again a dearer vision of a homely Eva bj’ a 
quiet hearth ! 

At the corner of the great square he dismoiinted 
and hailed a passing trooper and gave the horse into 
his charge, with orders to conduct.it to the Palace 
stables and see it especially well attended to. Then, 
glad to be free of his encumbrance, whose faltering 
paces had in the end been a sore trial to the lover’s 
impatience, he set off as speedily as his own stiffened 
limbs would allow him towards the Opera square. 

Turning the comer, his eyes instinctively sought 
for the illuminated fa9ade of the theatre. But vast 
was his surprise and alarm to perceive but tire beam 
of a lamp, shining low and solitary, out of the great 
black front. With a haste fear-borrowed, he pushed 
onward, knocked against the little strolling groups 
that moved away from the theatre, and caught gut- 
tural exclamations of disgust and loud complaint as 
he passed. 

“ 'These singers,” growled a fat burgher, rolling 
by, “one never knows what is the matter with 
them.” 

Neuberg’s heart beat to suffocation. He thrust 
his way roughly tlirough the little crowd which was 
still conning a placard pasted on the closed door of 
the theatre. All gave way before his uniform. 

Still wet from the printing press, the sheet pro- 
claimed in gigantic black letters that, owing to the 
sudden indisposition of the Signora Eva Visconti, 
the performance announced for that night could not 
take place. 
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The sudden indisposition of Signora Eva Visconti ! 
Somehow the words failed to^' convey; ■conviction, ■, 
hardty meaning. The blood buzzed in his veins; 
curvetting black letters danced before Ms eyes ; he 
could not have said what wild .conjectures were, try-, ; 
ing to form themselves amid the chaos of Ms mind. 

Presently a running figure darted through the 
desultory groups in the square, straight as an arrov 
towards Mm; and, panting, his eye aflame, stood 
the Duke of Rochester, looking at his friend. 

“ Neuberg ! cried he bi'eathlessly, paused as if to 
seek for words, then blurted out : I do not know 
, where Eva is I ’ V' , " 

Neuberg had seen the young Englishman under 
the stress of many diflerent emotions, but he had 
never yet seen him completely denuded as now of all 
Ms native reserve. A dire sense of apprehension 
seized upon his own soul at sight of the lad's white 
heat of excitement ; he turned purple and then 
livid, and then, to his own astonishment, found 
himself of a sudden exceedingly calm. 

“ You have been to her room, then ? 

I ’ will tell you everything,'' cried Rochester, 
seized the officer's arm and poured forth a rapid, 
disconnected narrative, wMle Neuberg, motionless, 
listened. “ I spent the afternoon at the Palace. 
The air was full of rumour and excitement ; the 
King was in one of his rampant moods, that fool 
Manteufei said, and there was no knowing what 
would happen. I left the Countess at four o’clock 
and went to see Spencer. Could not find him ; 
there was no one in .Ms rooms. I left a note saying 
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you had not returned yet, but that I would meet him 
at the Opera. On my way back to our house, as I 
passed the Palace, I saw that damiied Sachs riding off 
like fury. Then I went home. There I found that, 
meanwhile, Spencer had called and left word that 
he was dining with the Countess, but would meet us 
at the theatre. I dressed and got our flowers, and 
soon after seven went to the theatre. They were 
lighting xip, and the first thing I see is a man putting- 
up that placard. Of course, i made for Eva's house, 
running like a liare. The door was open, the maid, 
the landlady and two or three -friends were all gos- 
siping together. I asked for her ; they told me she 
was not in. She had r-eceived a letter in the after- 
nooD, brought by Herr von Sachs, upon reading 
whiclx (they said) she appeared much disturbed, 
though she had at once sat dov/n and answered it ; 
.after which she had locked herself in her room, 
scolded the maid when she went to knock ; and the 
maid had heard her walking up and down, and talk“ 
ing to herself, and knocking the furniture about, 
and sometimes crying and sobbing- At last she 
suddenly came out,,,wraj^^ up in her pelisse and 
thickly veiled. She bordered a hackney-coach and 
drove away, taking the turn up by the Palace. As 
soon as I heard this I ran back to the Palace, and 

there '' He stopped, as if the words choked 

Mm. 

icy hand on his. 

And there I learnt that the King, hearing on 
his return that the performance at the Opera would 
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not take place, had immediately left the town. He 
has gone to his hunting-box/' 

To Ms hunting-box? ” echoed Neuberg. 

Yes," said the Duke harshly, to his hunting- 
box, because to-morrow night he inspects the For- 
esters. Do you understand ? Neuberg, wake up, 
man ! It is only eight o'clock." 

Neuberg roused himself from his thoughts and 
dashed the sweat from, his forehead. 

Eight o'clock," he repeated. “ And at what 
hour did you say Eva left her house ? " 

“ It could not," said the Duke, " be more than 
half an hour ago. The bells had rung the half- 
hour before I- reached her door, and they told me 
she had not been gone five minutes." 

" Eight o'clock," said Neuberg again. He reck- 
oned rapidly, " By carriage road two hours to 
the Geisberg ; on a good horse, by the paths, an 
hour." He took two or three running steps out of 
the shelter of the Arcade into the Square, which was 
now quite empty. Then he stopped. 

Where is Spencer ? " he asked. Then with an 
accent of deep bitterness : '' Ah, true, with his 
Countess 1 Weil, then, I will go alone," 

“ Only get me a mount," cried Rochester, panting 
at his elbow, " and you shall not go alone." 


. ■. .CHAPTER ^ 

;:\Once :clear;' of set spurs to Ms 

horse and rode as for a race, Rochester after him. 
They covered four or five miles of open road v/ithout 
drawing rein. 

The night was sharp after the wet day, but the 
sky had cleared and the fine decrescent moon sailed 
on a sea of iridescent cloudlets. Tliey exchanged 
no word as they went. The rhythm of their mad 
progress, which seemed to gather speed from its own 
'speed, to double and treble itself as they advanced ; 
the snorts of the driven horses ; the pumping of 
saddle and girth ; the soughing of the night air in 
their ears ; the occasional clink of the soldier’s scab- 
bard on Ms stirrup-iron — ^these were the only sounds 
about them, and they rather blended in with, than 
broke upon, the silent tumult of their thoughts. 

Presently giant silhouettes of trees flew past them 
from the level hedgerow on either side ; they were 
approaching the forest. The air grew heavy with 
the breath of the sleeping woods at night. Then the 
road before them was swallowed in darkness into 
which they plunged, and they felt themselves 
gathered up into a wMspering mystery of trees. 

From out of the solitude of the plain, it was like 
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passing into a vast company. Shady forms clus- 
tered round them in myriads, and ever more and 
more — ^hands outstretched to arrest or to speed, 
gesticulating, warning, encouraging— a mighty hosL 
aU closing in upon them, all eager, all friendly. 

Suddenly Neuberg, always the foremost rider, in 
spite of the Duke’s lighter weight and brave heart, 
called briefly to his companion. They wheeled to 
the right, and, perforce at a soberer pace, the two 
riders, now knee to knee, pressed along a sidepath 
where the sympathetic beeches crowded closer than 
ever and the underwood clutched at them with thou- 
sands of fingers as they passed. 

It was so dark in this forest cutting that horse and 
man felt rather than saw their way. With startled 
cry the birds, roused from sleep, flew whirring from 
their path. The road had grown very steep. The 
patient horses slipped and strained, but Neuberg’s 
determination carried him and his comrade relent- 
lessly and safely on. The soft earth sucked at the 
hoofs ; a little stream tinkled somewhere over its 
stony course far below them ; the smell of last year’s 
leaves and of this year’s pushing growth, mingled 
and crushed into poignancy beneath their tread, 
rose to their nostrils. Here, in the heart of the 
thicket, the ruffling spring winds high in the tree- 
tops murmured for miles around them with a voice 
like the roar of the sea on the beach, but without 
once striking their faces. Ever and anon they came 
into spaces bald and gray in the faint moonlight, 
where a stray rabbit shot like a flying ball from their 
approach. 
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The way grew again steeper; the forms of the 
trees changed ; the soil grew harder, more stony, 
interspersed with tufts of heather and clumps where 
the dead bracken overlay the young shoots. The 
damp earthy smell of the lower woods was blown 
away by a keen, clean wind which bore on its wings 
resinous aroma of pine and larch. 

See/' said Neuberg, halting at the entrance of 
one of these open spaces and pointing to the heights, 
'' there is the Geisberg.'' 

Above the black belt of pines the wMte face of 
the hunting-box shone mistily forth. Little yellow 
dots of light, some moving, some stationary, glim- 
mered upon it. 

Rochester heard his friend draw a breath that ran 
hissing through his set teeth ; and his heart, seething 
with many conflicting emotions, felt loyally sore for 
that rending grief. 

His own personality, hitherto the only important 
thing in the life of Edward Warrender, seemed to 
have become completely merged for the moment 
into the larger interest around him. His first 
thought at the news of Eva's defection had been for 
Neuberg. He had permitted his friend to take the 
lead in everything to-night, and followed him on this 
wild ride, submitted with all patience to be splashed 
with mud, struck with flying gravel at his horse's 
tail, lashed by the rebound of twig and branchlet. 
Now, as Neuberg again set spurs to his horse and 
urged it upon the steep aspiring path, the Duke 
again submitted unquestioningly. 

They were half-way across the clearing when the 
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officer once more abruptly drew rein and once more 
pointed upwards. 

Look ! said he, and in the dim moonlight there 
seemed to be a bitter smile upon his lip. 

RochevSter turned, after a startled glance of in- 
quiry, to follow the direction of the extended arm, 
and between the black plumes of pines saw, flutter- 
ing in and out, a rapidly moving light. 

As they stood in strained stillness, the rushing tide 
of wind brought to their ears the distant beat of 
hoofs and a rumble of wheels on the rocky road. 
The eyes of the two men met and the Duke knew 
that all hope of intercepting Eva before she reached 
the hunting-box had failed. 

'' Shall we go back ? said he at last hoarsely. 

Back ! said Neuberg, “ No 1 thousand devils, 
on ! 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Within a hundred yards of the spot where the cross- 
path through the pine-woods opened out on the 
Mgh-road, almost within a gunshot of the Royal 
Lodge itself, Neuberg drew rein and dismounted, 
briefly bidding his comrade do the same. 

“ There is an old shed to the right where we can 
tether the beasts,” said he. “ Follow me.” 

They led their horses to the shelter in question. 
It stood in a small glade upon the level ground which 
they had now reached. 

Characteristically, Neuberg paused to loosen bridle 
and saddle and to throw his orvn cloak over the 
animal’s loins. The Duke noted and copied every 
action of his friend. Then they sallied forth once 
more, the Duke for guidance lajflng Ms hand lightly 
on the other’s sleeve. 

As they emerged from the black shelter of the 
wood upon the broad, bare road, and beheld the 
Lodge rear its wMte blank face faefoi'e them, a car- 
riage approached from the rear of the house and 
swept across the main entrance, passing the two 
young men so closely that the emptiness of the 
vehicle as weU as the livery of the servants on the 
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box became plainly visible to them. It clattered 
through the open archway into the stable-yard, 
unchallenged by,, the /Forester, who stood sentinel 
besidedt. 

,.„Neuberg,' caught the Duke's hand,,- holding itior a 
second in his with a fierce clutch. . 

'' Sach’s carriage," said he, coming from the 
private entrance ! " 

They went forward into the moonlight, Neuberg 
marching on again with determined tread ; then the 
discreet silence of the house, emphasised by the four 
or five winidng yellow windows, the sense of the 
utter futility of the errand, its danger and uncer- 
tainty, together with his absolute ignorance of Neii- 
berg's purpose, began to weigh heavily upon the 
Duke's spirits. He had the Englishman's inborn 
horror of emotional scenes, the gentleman's dislike 
to intimde where he was not wanted. The garment 
of Ms chivalrous purpose had fallen away from 
him ; he felt naked, foolish, and unprotected. 

But the uncompromising, illogical splendour of his 
friend's passion made him ashamed of venturing 
upon more than a perfunctory remonstrance. 

"We can do no good, old fellow ; what use in 
going on ? " 

To make sure — ^to see — ^to have the proof ! " 
said the other, without turning his head. And 
Rochester, without another word, followed again. 

The Forester sentry called a rough challenge, was 
as roughly answered, and fell back astonished at 
sight of the familiar face and uniform. 

Neuberg clinked up the steps, shadowed bravely 
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by the Dxike, whose discomfort in the situation grew 
every second more intense, and who certainly wished 
himself a hundred miles away—were it even back 
with Smiley ! 

At the main door they were again challenged and 
again recognition of the Equerry was sufficient to 
secure to them a free access. 

fhe entrance-hall was dimly lit and almost empty. 
Despite the vast fire roaring in the stove, the place 
had the heavy atmosphere of an uninhabited house. 
Skeleton heads beneath gaunt white antlers looked 
down at them from eyeless sockets on every wall • 
boars’ masks, sdentificaUy stuffed, sniffed \dth var- 
nished, yellow-tusked snouts and glared through 
their bristles with fierce red-glass eyes. 

Neuberg’s riding-boots rang terribly loud so 
Rochester thought, on the polished floors'as he niade 
for a small anteroom on the left, where, by the light 
of a singfe oil-lamp, a burly gray-beai-ded man in 
green uniform, with large horn spectacles on his 
nose, sat jotting down notes in a leather-bound 
book. A boar-hound lay at his feet. 

At the sight of the new-comers the man rose and 
saluted simply enough, but his eyes, owl-like through 
the round rims, betrayed the same surprise that had • 
greeted them hitherto. 

‘‘ mere is His Majesty ? ” said Neuberg briefly. 

His Majedy has retired to his private apart- 
ment said the Forester, “ with orders that none 
but Herr von Sachs be allowed access to him His 
Majesty is about to sup, and 'alone. Yet I have no 
doubt, Herr Graf, that if you have any special in- 
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formation to give him. '' — ^the speaker's glance here 
travelled wonderingly over the disordered mud- 
stained figure to rest upon the face, worn and lined 
into a sudden look of age — he v/ould at once 
order your ,adm.ittance. Shall I seek Herr von 
Sachs ? " 

Do not trouble, Forest Master/' answered Nen- 
berg, with extraordinary coolness. I see you are 
busy with your schedule. I Imow my way about. 
Vldiere, only tell me, shall I find Herr von Sachs ? ” 
The Master of the Horse (the other made answer) 
was even now, he believed, supping in his own apart- 
ment — ^the room known as the Archduke’s. 

Neuberg nodded, touched his cap, and, laying a 
hand on Rochester’s shoulder, marshalled him to an 
inner hail, where four passages divided and a great 
staircase rose and branched apart. All was as 
sparsely lighted as the rest of the Lodge, as perfectly 
silent and as deserted. He paused a second and 
pointed to the first door in the gallery above. 

'' The Archduke’s rooms are beyond,” said he ; 
but we shall not disturb Sach’s supper 37'et awhile. 
Our way lies here ; ” and he turned down the side- 
passage as he spoke. 

They passed through a swing door and emerged 
into an inner corridor, where, from the gush of hot 
savoury air, the distant clatter of voices and dishes 
and hurrying steps, Rochester surmised that they 
were near the kitchen regions. A small winding 
staircase rose at the further end. Neuberg ad- 
vanced, and Ms heavy foot upon the creaking wood 
seemed to awaken alarming echoes in the unknown 
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vast recesses of the braiding. After a steep climb, 
they were confronted by another swing-door through 
which, out of all but obscurity, they came forth in'to 
comparative brightness. 

It was a gallery of handsome proportions which 
connected the two wings of the Lodge. Just within 
the recesses formed by the little door Neuberg 
paused at last and looked from one side to the 
other, head bent forward, listening acutely. 

Rochester, too, gazed around him and wondered. 
They stood about half-waji" m a long, low-ceiled 
gallery. 

After the simplicity of the arrangements that had 
met Ms eye Htherto, the Royal liuxury of the present 
surroundings was all the more striking. Carpets of 
deepest pile and richest hue lay softly beneath his 
feet. Upon the walls, between panels of old leather, 
glowing with deep and gorgeous tints, hung pic- 
tures of hunting scenes in Dutch frames, Snyders, 
and Brancas, and others, dingy, goi-y, marveUous! 
Bunches of white lights in rococo bronze chandeliers, 
placed on marble consoles, threw islets of gentle 
ladiance at set intervals in the sea of mellow duski- 
ness. At each end the gallery spread into a landing 
immediately feeing which was a doorway. Both 
these doors were closed. 

The absolute emptiness and silence of the place, 
all warmed, decorated, and luminous as it was, 
struck the Duke as singularly sinister. The temple 
of the hideous god to whom Eva— the fresh, the 
young, the laughter-loving, spring-hearted Beau- 
bourire— was about, hi her folly, to yield herself up 
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in voluntary sacrifice, had been put into festival 
ana}?', 

Plere was about to be enacted a crime, and all was 
ready , for the: deed.,- It was worse than murder 1 
For liimsel,f;,,,he, knew,, no less than for Neuberg, thai 
after this night Eva would cease to exist, except in 
memories more painful than those of death — cease 
to e:dst more inevitably and more terribly than if 
the grave had closed upon her. 

An immense pity for the woman, a longing to save 
her yet, now stirred his budding manhood to an un- 
known depth. In the unsophisticated chivalry of 
youth and inexperience, the thought that it was his 
brother-man that was about to do this wrong upon 
the weaker vessel, that was about to brush of at one 
brutal stroke the fresh bloom that made her most 
beautiful in life, drove all his former considerations 
— all his considerations of mere common-sense and 
gentlemanly discretion~out of his head. 

He turned to Neuberg, a hot torrent of impossible 
suggestion trembling upon his lips, but was arrested 
by a glaring eye. At that moment the door on the 
right was opened a little way, just enough to emit 
the slim black figure of the King's valet as it glided 
discreetly away. They could hear the subdued 
thud-thud of his feet upon the great stairs beyond. 

A moment later the same door was again opened, 
flung widely back upon its iiinges, and the King him- 
self stood upon the threshold, his square shoulders 
outlined against the background of rosy brilliance 
within. There was a dint of diamnnrk fjmnnfy flip 
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drawn silk upon the calves of his muscular^ legs, 
planted apart, as he stood in an attitude of trium- 
phant expectancy, gazing down the length of the 
passage towards the still closed door on the oppo- 
site side. 

The two young men unconsciously — for the habit 
of deference at Court is one more easily acquired than 
laid aside — had, by a common movement, stepped 
back into the shadow of the doorway. 

After a second or two, the King slowly turned on 
his heel and walked back into tlie room, where he 
was lost to sight behind a great brocaded screen. 
The door, however, he left open, and the rosy glow 
shone out into the gallery like a signal light. 

With clenched fists, breathlessly, they listened. 
There was no sound but that of the slow monoto- 
nous treeid, dulled within the velvet recesses of the 
King's room on the right, and presently the hummed 
stanza of that Italian song with which Eva had 
seemed to challenge the Royal attention upon her 
first appearance at the Court. The steps and the 
song went to the same measure. 

Rochester knew that Neuberg was trembling in 
every stalwart limb. Suddenly from out of the 
silence upon the left sprang the minutest noise — the 
click of a latch leaving the lock, then the swing of an 
easy door. Instantly in the opposite room the tread 
and the humming ceased. The whole atmosphere 
grew oppressive with expectancy. Then there came, 
as it were, a whisper of movement, the glide of an 
advance without sound of footfall, like the passage 
of the wind across the meadow, grass, or the rustle 
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of the serpent upon the rock. Rochester felt his 
companion tower, it seemed to him, into extraor- 
dinary height by Ms side, and— dull, horrible, 
uncanny — ^he distinctly heard the hard laboured 
beat of his heart. 

With as simultaneous an impulse as that with 
wMch they had stepped back out of sight they now 
pressed forward from their concealment, to stand 
upon the passage of the v/oman whom the King ex- 
pected. 

The fall of her little sandalled shoe was lost in the 
thick carpet, but her draperies fretted and murmured 
at every undulating movement. In the nimbus of 
her hair trembled a diamond crescent ; a single 
ruby glowed like an amber in her bosom, and round 
her waist a line of emeralds ran like a circle of green 
flame. 

It was Julia de Lucena, 

Ah, with what beauty had she decked herself ! In 
the faint filmy green of her draperies, she seemed 
indeed, as Spencer had called her, a thing of fii*e 
and air. 

Yet Julia de Lucena, her eye fixed abstractedly 
on the rose-lighted doorway which was her goal, 
did not seem to be possessed of any special emotion. 
In her delibei'ate indolent gait there was none of the 
tremulous hesitation of a woman's first yielding, nor 
yet the eager haste of a happy mistress who glories 
in her choice. Serene deliberateness, queenly in- 
difference, were enthroned upon her face. So might 
have moved and looked Selene herself, bent on the 
freak of some earthly love. 
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But when, after a few paces, her glance fell on the 
intruders standing motionless across her path, a fainx 
look of haughty wonder swept like a wave across her 
pensive sweetness. 

Then she recognised them 1 That stalwart man 
with mud-encrusted uniform, with the ndmg-boots 
discoloured to the knee, ^vith the disordered hair, the 
convulsed crimson face in which tlie fixed, starting 
eyeballs stared wide- — ^tliat was Count Neiiberg— 
Count Neuberg, Spencer's friend 1 And beside Mm 
that slim youth in travel-soiled evening attire, mud- 
bespattered brocade, and fine kerseymere that clung 
to limbs as delicate as Daphnis '- — tlmi youth whose 
tossed red curls stood off from a face petrified into a 
white rigidity of horror, with eyes cast down as if in 
shame — that was her exquisite young adorer, the 
fine flower of English Dukes 1 

Were the gods making play of their daughter ? or 
was there, after all, one Avenger above, and was 
this His overtaking ? Or yet was her world given 
over to the sport of devils ? 

The blood ebbed back to her heart. For a second 
—for the fraction of a second— she felt her knees 
give way ; she thought that she would fall, and all 
the energies of her soiu went up in a voiceless cry 
to the Something that ruled her destiny : Let me 
walk on ! Let me walk on ! 

The forces of heart and nerve answered the rally- 
ing call ; on she walked in silence, holding herself 
like a queen on the way to her throne. With glance 
unshrinking she met Neuberg's dread accusing eyes ; 
she saw the face of Rochester, that could not in 



young APRIL. 287 

shame look upon her (oh, that was the worse !). 
She swept over the stem unbending figure ; the 
other figure seemed as if struck with death. So 
she passed on, erect, deliberate, scornful— passed 
and glided into the rosy radiance, and quietly closed 



■ ■ XHAPTER XXXV. 

Once more a paralysing stillness seemed to encom- 
pass like a spell the solitary house on the pine-clad 
heights — a stillness which, in the wadded luxury 
where they stood, was to the two men, not the 
blessed quiet of repose, but the e\dl, secret, busy 
stillness of treacherous doings. 

A train of violet scent hung upon the air with 
mocking sweetness. 

A gust of wind came circling round the walls like 
a mighty sigh and exhaled itself into silence again. 
And then, as from a great distance from beMnd the 
closed door, the King's voice rose into a great laugh 
of delight, followed by the clear note of the woman's 
voice, high and delicate, as the plaint of the smitten 
lute-strings or the ring of a crystal cup. The spell 
was broken ; Neuberg and Rochester, who had been 
staring, stupefied and unseeing, into each other's 
eyes, now started and exchanged a look of awaken- 
ing speculation. 

Without a word they turned out of the gallery, let 
fall the padded door behind them, and, Neuberg 
leading as before, they passed downstairs and 
'through the passage, unmolested as they had coniCt 
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Instead, however, of making his way through the 
antechamber into the hall, the officer turned ab- 
niptly off into a side passage which led to a back- 
door. This was unlocked. Key and hinges had 
been well oiled, for it opened noiselessly. 

A moment Neuberg paused outside ; the door 
swung back upon them and fell into its lock without 
a sound ; then he gave a little chuckle which, in his 
young friend's ear, sounded liideously incongruous, 
and pointed to the discreet little path binding away 
behind high shrubs, and then to the slender footsteps 
that maxived the soft ground immediately under the 
ray of a dim lamp. 

Morals of Courts,'' whispered he derisively : if 
you want to know how to do a thing, study the 
King's methods ! " 

He caught Rochester by the arm as he spoke, and 
started off down the path at a round pace. The 
Duke felt Mm lurch two or three times like a drunken 
man, but he himself walked as in a dream. 

There was no sentinel at the garden gate, and in 
safety they crossed the bare open space where the 
gravel had been ploughed into deep ruts by the 
carriage of the King's visitor, and they plunged 
under the damp black canopy of the forest. Here 
Neuberg, to Ms companion's further surprise and 
immeasurable disgust, broke from Ms side and gave 
way to a series of incongruous, not to say indecent, 
expressions of joy. He threw up his hands to 
heaven, he stamped on the slippery carpets of pine 
needles, he gyrated in minutest circles. 

Oh, BeaU“Sourire,J' he cried in ecstasy, how 
10 
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could I have thoi;ight so meanly of yon ! Your 
beauty was not made to bought lor the pastime 
of a King ; your sweet weight could never press the 
cushions of a pander’s carriage ; your proud foot 
tread the stealthy bypath that leads to a Royal 
Utenrretiro : your nightingale voice be uplifted in 
such a cage as that ! ” and he shook his list at the 
Geisberg’s secret white face. 

Motionless and silent stood Rochester, and let 
of emotion surge against him. 
you know,” cried Neuberg, unrepelled, 
you guess that there was death in my soul 
I entered this place to-night ? that there was 
infinite ? that there v;as hcil ? But now, 
now, I am as one risen from the grave : life, 
joyous life, runs warm in these veins ! ” Kis broad 
chest resormded as he thumped it. “ My soul swims 
in glorious light ; the peace of heaven reigns upon 
all. 0 blessed moon,” he cried, his voice swelling 
he apostrophised the faint shaft of light that 
forced its way between the entwined branches, 
" look down this night upon a happy man ! Roches- 
ter, it is a rare thing in this world to see a happy 
man. You are young, my friend ; it will be some- 
thing for you to remember in the years to come.” 

He laughed wildly, broke into a savage rvai'-dance, 
and tripping up against the Englishman, clasped him 
with a bear-like hug, and, in the impotence of tongue 
or li mb to express his overcharged feelings, burst 
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the embrace and propelled his companion into equi« 
librluin with a couple of sturdy shoves. Nothing 
could bsive been more distasteful to his sore heart 
than Neuberg's selfish joy, nothing more grating to 
his chivalrous instincts, nothing more antipathetic 
to Ms national reserve, than this uncontrolled dis- 
play of emotion. 

Oh. devil take you I” he cried, ** you and your 
King and your country ! A pretty lot you all are ! 
And then he added with cutting emphasis : I 
shall be more anxious, I assure you, sir, to forget 
than to remember this event.” 

He drew out his handkerchief and began, all in 
the dark, to wipe his hands and flick at his clothes as 
if to dispel the dinging contamination, and, racking 
his brain the while for something that would stir the 
object of his irritation to the deepest, he added after 
a pause : 

“ And do you expect Mr, Spencer, your friend, to 
share in these ecstasies ? You will at least be able 
to put his philosophy to the test.” 

Neuberg, a pace apart, still laughing hysterically 
and mopping his eyes, was struck into sadden silence. 
The mere mention of Spencer's name had sobered 
him as completely as if someone had flung a bucket 
of cold water over him. 

'' My God 1 ” he cried in a sort of whisper, ” how 
could I forget ? Oh, my poor Michael, and I ac- 
cused yott, of selfishness ! ” 

He stood a moment breathing heavily in the dark, 
and then he cried roughly, ” Come 1 ” and turned on 
his heel. 
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Not another word was exchanged between them. 
In silence they groped their way to the shed ; in 
silence led forth their horses, Rocliester following as 
unquestioningly as before, while Neuberg tliis time 
made for the road some hundred yards beneath the 
plateau. Here they mounted, and, still in silence, 
set out at a steady trot along the doumward, 
homeward way. Now and then Rochester heard 
Neuberg sigh as if oppressed, and anon saw him 
look up to the sky as one sorely puzzled and shake 
Ms head. 

But the Duke’s own heart was bound up in too 
tight a grip of pain ; he could not even sigh, nor 
could he look upw'ards, for his trouble was one for 
which there was no help in heaven. His pride was 
bleeding from more than one wound, and bleeding 
mwardly, as is the way with such. The woman of 
Mgh lineage, his Idnswoman, Ms countrywoman ; 
she who had smiled upon Mm, who had as a Divine 
favour kissed him in his sleep ; his goddess for whom 
he had built a hidden shrine of boyish worship, whom 
he had loved and set apart from the rest of the world 
— all, all down in the dust ! He shuddered with a 
deadly nausea, as an injured man might at the 
ugliness of his own hurt. The first great disillusion 
in life is like a blighting frost in the young spring. 
The whole smiling face of Nature is changed in a 
moment: the trees will bud again, the bulb will 
push fresh shoots, but the first exquisite, delicate, 
confident promise has been lost for ever. 

It was only when the lights of the town shone out 
on the night before them that the silence between 
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the young men was broken. Then Rochester spoke 
out of the sour fury of his heart. 

“ And after all," he said, with a laugh, " we do not 
know where Eva went, nor why she did not sing. 
We have a proverb in England that warns us against 
premature rejoicing. I for one," said the youth in 
secret to himself, “ shall never trust woman again." 

Neuberg drew rein and turned in his saddle for a 
second, but Rochester, if he could have seen as well 
as felt the murderous look, would have cared no 
more. Then the officer ffiolently set spurs to his 
horse and never relaxed in his breakneck pace until 
he reached the Palace stables. 

Rochester, left in the rear, despite his efforts, 
reached the yard only in time to see his friend 
leave it on foot at a running pace. He himself, dis- 
mounting and setting off in pursuit, with stiffened, 
almost failing, limbs, had hard work to keep the 
fljnng figure in sight. But he knew from the direc- 
tion that its goal was Eva’s house. 

Uninvited, hardly knowing why, he followed. 
There was in his soul a great dread of the first 
moment of solitude. 
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CHAPTER XXXVL 



Upon the little landing upon which opened the doors 
both of Eva’s parlour and bedroom the Duke found 
Neuberg, standing and listening* Obeying a per- 
emptory signal, he bent his ear and listened likewise. 

Upon Neuberg’s pale parched lips there was a 
curious smile. Within, voices were calling to each 
other from one room to the other — the unmodulated 
soprano of the singer, the mellow bass of Spencer. 
Both rang upon a cheerful note. 

Civilisation/’ Spencer was saying, '' has brought 
us and brings us many thoughts good and noble ; it 
has abolished superstition and torture. But every 
good has its attendant evil. We, most of us, are 
growing effete now that personal courage is no longer 
the main test of a man’s worth. We have become 
ultra-luxurious — creatures of many wants — since 
the spread of education and the longing for the 
beautiful begins to reach from the higher to the lesser 
classes ; incomplete in our lives and discontented 
in our thoughts, since we no longer accept without 
inquiry the maxims and reasons that satisfied our 
ancestors. The old simple remedies, the herb- 
drink, the febrifuge, are as much things of the past 


4 



YOUNG APRIL. 295 

unquestioning faith, the natural acceptance 
of liie’s problem, the charm and the incantation.” 
“And the moral is, lieber Herr Doctor," inter- 
rupted Eva, with clear burst of laughter—" the 
moral is : camomile tea ! ” 

“ Camomile tea, certainly,” said Spencer 
smootMy ; “ a most valuable remedy, if applied in 
the proper conditions. These little flowers (ah, how 
aromatic they are !) must be infused in boiling water ; 
the winter must be quite, not only just, boiling ; the 
decoction allow'ed to stand for one minute to draw 
the whole essence, yet poured off in time to leave the 
great bitterness unextracted— for even the camomile 
flower has its latent bitterness." 

“ Ah ! ” sighed Eva gustUy, “ what flower in life 
has not ? " 

“ Sornetimes,” added Spencer parenthetically, 
“ the bitter is the more wholesome portion ; but if 
the potion is to avail, the patient must take it as 
hot as possible and in bed, and must endeavour to 
compose instantly afterwards to sleep. Therefore, 
Madame Eva," he added briskly, “ as soon as you 
are in bed, I pray you to let me know.” 

“ Good, good! " said Eva ; and the sound of a 
stay-lace hissing was heard in the momentary 
silence. 

" If you are within an appreciable distance," said 
Spencer’s voice, “ I will set the water to boil.” 

The clatter of her slipper heels soxmded to and fro 
upon the painted boards. There was an energetic 
closing and opening of drawers, then another pause, 
and then she began afresh in altered tones : 
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Spencei% I shall never forget this night— never. 
When I went to you, every fibre of me was in revolt. 
I was furious, insulted, disgusted. I was in that 
mood when I believe a human being is made or 
marred. Like molten metal, I was ready to be 
poured into any mould, according into whose hands 
I fell My good angel took me to you. Oh, can I 
ever forget the heavenly things you have said to me 
— ^your heavenly goodness I You have raised me 
in my oto eyes — made me understand my own 
dignity and the high vocation of womanhood. I 
know nw how divine a thing even hopeless love may 
be — ^how great a gift, although it may bring no re- 
turn — ^indeed, nothing but sorrow. How true it is 
— I feel it in myself — ^that an unselfish love is en- 
nobling and purifying ! What was it you said ? 
" All trouble and pain in this world will work to our 
perfecting, if we only know how to use it/ How 
hard, how cruel, how cold we should be if we knew 
ourselves exempt from suffering and sorrow ! At 
the least, it is the one great bond of humanity, at 
the highest, the incentive wMch makes us rise 
superior to its pettiness. I am not jealous any more/' 
she went on, but with a little catch in her breath. 

May you never be put to the test yourself ; may 
your love never be less happy than now ! I wanted 
to tell you this, Spencer, but I could not whilst you 
were looking at me/' 

It strikes me,'' said Spencer's voice, that you 
are catching cold/' 

Oh, dear ! " said Eva rather crossly, I wish 
you were not always such a grandfather ! " She 
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petulantly kicked off her slippers; they hurtled 
across the room and violently struck the door, out- 
side which her lover was eavesdropping. Then 
again in a new tone of voice : “ I wonder,”, she said, 
“ where that great stupid Neuberg can be all this 
while ? ” 

Neuberg’s face, which had been clouded for a mo- 

he opened the 
I in, followed 


ment, became suddenly illumined ; J 
door of the sitting-room and walked 
by Rochester. 

With his back to them, Spencer was carefully 
bending over the stove, waiting for the ebullition of 
a little kettle. In his right hand he held the china 
teapot with the lid off. He made no attempt to turn 
round at the sound of the intruder’s footsteps, but 
cried cheerily : “ Oh, Neuberg, is it you ? And are 
you there too, my little friend ? You come at the 
psychological moment ; half a minute later, and 
you should not have been admitted to see Eva; 
but now 370U may watch her drink her posset.” 

From the inner room Eva j^vned obstreperously. 
“ Ah, Doctor, who are you talking to there ? ” she 
asked ; " and what about the famous potion ? ” 

“ Coming, coming,” cried the Philosopher. The 
kettle ceased singing, and instantly began to jet 
steam and vapour. , 

” Neuberg,” said Spencer, “ will you kindly empty 
the hot water out of the cup and bring it here ? ” 

“ Ah ! ” cried Eva within, “ is that truant with 
you ? And what has he got to say for himself ? 
Let him come in.” 

“ Give me the cup.” said Spencer ; then, strack 
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by his friend's taciturnity, iie wheeled round and 
looked from one to the other. \¥ith the tea-pot in 
one hand and the cup in the other, he remained star- 
ing. Neuberg looked like a man who has ]‘ust ridden 
off a battlefield ; the Duke as it he had escaped 
from a house of thieves, 

** In God’s name ! ” ejaculated Spencer, and grew 
quite pale himself, what has happened to you, my 
dear fellows ? ” 

The singer’s chief virtue was not patience. She 
began to clamour. 

'' What are you up to, yon people ? Doctor, is 
this how you treat a nervous patient ? If you do 
not come this minute, both of you, I shall have to 
get up and see what the matter is ! ” 

Don’t you mean to administer your prescrip- 
tion ? ” said Neuberg ; ** then I will 1 ” He took the 
cup from Spencer’s hand and bold!}?’ entered Eva’s 
room. The Philosopher followed with the teapot, 
and Rochester, in a dreamy state, brought up the 
rear. He was past feeling any strong emotion just 
now. Even his own actions seemed remote from 
his thoughts ; it was as though he were an actor in 
a play, mechanically carrying out an unimportant 
part ; or, yet again, a weary spectator wlio scarcely 
knows he watches a fleeting show that he will not 
take the trouble to understand. 

In this impersonal fashion he saw Eva’s spacious 
fresh bedroom and its white toilet-table and the bed 
in the alcove under the blue and white muslin 
curtains ; saw Eva propped up among pillows, 
looking more girlish than she had ever seemed 
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before, large and soft and fair, with her hair in two 
greal: ropes on eiilier shoulder. 

“ Merciful heavens 1 '' she cried, as Neuberg ad- 
vanced into the circle of light towards the bed, 

when, did you .last have a wash?-... Do not come 
near my Jit tie bed, you muddy monster 1 '' 

“ Eva ! '' said Neuberg, standing on the rug at a 
respectful distance, but reaching her with Ms eye's 
desire, and making an effort at his usual gaiety of 
manner, '' what a lovely jacket 1 You are more 
,'beautiiiii .tlian ever.'' 

'‘it is more than I can say for 370U, my poor 
friend. Ah, and my little Postilion, and where have 
you been ? — postilioning again, Duke ? " with a 
mocking glance at his nether limbs, where the 
breeches were rent below the knees : “ you forgot to 
put those boots on, that is evident ! " Then she 
suddenly raised and stiffened herself, and her face 
changed. " But what is the matter ? " she cried 
sharply. '' Spencer, what have they been doing ? 
Neuberg, speak ? " 

All was silent, but in the silence the spoon rattled 
against the saucer of the cup that Neuberg was 
holding. 

Eva leant forward in her bed and pointed her wMte 
forefinger at the officer. 

'' You were out with the King at dawn," she cried ; 

the King has made you gallop all day, but it is not 
that. Ah 1 wait a minute ; that little man was in- 
quiring for me when you found the theatre dosed. 
You met, perhaps ; you were frightened about me ; 
you imagined- " 
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She read Neuberg's convicted countenance like a 
book, then she suddenly clapped her hands together 
and cried ; 

** My God ! they have been to the Geisberg after 
me ! 

She flung herself back on her pillows and broke 
into a wild fit of laughter, in the midst of which she 
all at once stopped, flushed crimson and grew rigid. 

And you thought that of me ! How dared you 1 
how dared you ! 

She turned her hot face away, but Neuberg could 
see an angry blood stain the fair neck to the edge 
of her wrapper. Forgetful of her prohibition, he put 
down the cup, and, kneehng beside her white bed, 
ventured to lay his grimy fingers upon her clenched 
hand. Spencer looked on, benevolent, superior, 
abstaining from interference between those two for 
whose mutual happiness he so earnestly wished. 

Neuberg, indeed, seemed oblivious just then of 
everything except himself and his beloved. 

It was,'’ he said, “ a crime to doubt you ; yet — 
yes, I went to the Geisberg to save you, if possible. 
And I stood like a spy outside the King’s door, wait- 
ing to see who would pass in to him, and . . , Eva, 
I thought to see you. But if I sinned, I suffered ! 
Eva, when I heard the sound of the woman coming, 
I could not look up/’ 

The woman- ! exclaimed Eva, turning her 
angry face round and snatching her hand from 
Neuberg’s touch. The woman ! there was a 
woman, then — ^it is a harem 1 My faith 1 I ought 
to be flattered ! A pretty master you have got, 
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Neuberg. Shame on you, that you can serve such 
a one ! Yes, I did receive an invitation from his 
illustrious Majesty. I answered it, too — an answer 
he will not file among the State archives ! He does 
not beat about the bush, your King. Pif, paf, he 
throws you a jewel, and then it is : ' Into my arms. 
Beauty ! " Oh, if I could only have felt my han<i 
against his cheek ! 

Angel, angel 1 murmured Neuberg ecstati- 
cally. 

The angel gasped. 

No, Spencer, no,’' she went on as soon as she 
recovered breath enough, I am not going into 
hysterics again. So, Captain von Neuberg, yon 
thought your Eva was made like that ; that a Royal 
satyr had only to smile and to beckon, and the nymph 
was his 1 Flattering, to say the least of it." 

She paused ; good-humour was gradually over- 
spreading once more a countenance never made for 
continued frowns, but there was still a sparkle of 
malice in her eyes. 

Well," she ejaculated, with one of her exuberant 
sighs, you seem to have gone a pretty wild-goose 
chase anyhow. Serves you right ; you are enough 
to frighten the crows. The postilion over there has 
had more than he bargained for, or I am much mis- 
taken. For God's sake, Spencer, make the poor 
child sit down ; he looks tired to death ! Well, 
there, I suppose I must forgive you. It was certainly 
startling to find not only that the bird would not 
sing, but that it had flo\¥n. Sing ! Eva sing for 
tiiat Pasha ! " she exclaimed, witli a sudden fresh 
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burst of passion. “ I had rather never open my 
beak again ! And as for flying to Jus iniamous 
roosting-place, Ld rather hop on one leg tor tiie rest 
of my time ! No, no, not for me ! No farther did 
my wings bear me than to our good Spencer's cock- 
loft, and a pretty scene I made him, poor tciiow ! 
He got it all — the whole gamut of a woman in 
hysterics.” 

Fluctuations of sunshine and cloud swept across 
her tace as rapidly as across an April sky. Tne storm 
still lingered in the atmosphere and shock her at 
intervals as with fierce reminiscence, but there was 
no more sourness in her mood than in the sweetest 
mood ot spring; and Neuberg, knowing himself 
forgiven, began to feel the secondary trouble weigh 
upon him with increasing seriousness. 

He rose from his knees and stood for a minute or 
two eyeing Spencer in deep thought. As the latter 
met his friend’s look, a certain aimety began to 
creep into the placidity of his expression. 

“ Gustaf,” said he, “ we do not yet know all You 
are hiding something. You and that boy yonder, 
you have got into some precious scrape. Confess 
him, Eva.” 

“ Oh,” cried Eva, once more clasping her hands 
and gazing with a mixture of delight and terror at 
her lover’s furrowed countenance, “ you have not— 
you have not faced the King ? " 

" No," replied he in a low voice ; " His Majesty 
has not yet, as far as I know, the least idea of our 
presence at the Geisberg to-night.” 

It would have been hard to say whether Eva's 
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^ sigh, as she threw herself back, were dedicated to 

relief or disappointment. 

“ Iviv doctor/' said she, we are too romantic. 
Our friends have been through a good deal of hard 
exercise, and poor humanity is tired, that's ail. 
You must take them home and tuck them up and 
give^ them .camomile tea. . . /V 

Here Neuberg turned upon her a look so eloquent 
of dumb distress that she broke off suddenly abashed 
and bewildered. After a second’s hesitation, she 
held out her hand to liim and said, in a voice of 
exquisite kindness r ; . 

I see how it is : he has yet a burden on his 
, breast. ■ My. dear .fellow,, it is I who will confess. I 
wa,s wong, entirely wong, and you were right, I 
might as well have clasped Cleopatra’s asp about my 
neck as those jewels ; they were poisoned. Why I 
accepted them God only knows. I was mad, I think, 
but I am sane now.’* She cast, as she spoke, on 
Spencer a glance half sad, half arch. I was pos- 
sessed by a devil — he has exorcised it,” she went on. 

I had no more peace than you had, Neuberg, while 
those green-eyed things were under my roof ; but 
now they are gone — ah, it is all over. I breathe 
again, and you need never be jealous any more.” 

Neuberg bent do\m over the gentle hand ; but it 
was as much to hide his face as to thank his mistress. 
Her eye fell upon his bent, close-cropped head with 
an expression it had never worn towards her perse- 
vering lover before. Ail at once she began to laugh. 

At any rate,” she said, winking away a tear, these 
emeralds have not been without their uses : they 
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have opened my eyes to the fact that we women 
cannot play with fire — a good lesson. They have 
opened Spencer's eyes to the true chai'acter of a King 
by whom he was i^eady to swear. Oh yes, you may 
be as pliilosophic now as you please, but you know 
you were nearly as angry as I was myself when I 
told you. And besides/' she added and laughed 
mocldngly, for such of you as remain about that 
sacred Person, it will not be without interest, per- 
haps, to see whom the stones may next adorn.” 

Hardly had she said the words when her quick 
eye caught the look upon the Guardsman's face, as 
he hastily raised it and exchanged a glance with the 
Duke, who was himself unable to repress a move- 
ment that was like a spasm of pain. 

'' I will wager/' she cried loudly — I will wager 
that both these young men have seen my emeralds 
walk about this very night. Oh, do not deny it ; 
your faces are open pages. * Upon my soul, this 
model potentate is be5mnd everything. The lady — 
the lady,. Neuberg ? Ah I Come, you know you 
said you saw a lady ; those emeralds were not walk- 
ing about alone. What is the matter with you , . . 
since it was not Eva ? ” 

Neuberg ran his hand distractedly through his 
hair, opened his mouth and closed it again dumbly ; 
then, as if moved by a sudden resolve, he went over 
to Spencer and laid his hand on his shoulder. 

Michael,” said he, if a hard thing has to be 
done, it were better it were done at once. You 
yourself would be the first to see it so. If a surgeon 
had to perform a cruel operation to save a man s life. 
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you would not call him a bad friend to that man, 
would you ? 

Eva, awed into silence, opened a red mouth and 
round wide eyes and leant forward in the bed. 
Spencer's healthy face went suddenly white, but he 
did not speak. 

Tell me/' went on Neuberg, in a voice which no 
one would have recognised as his, for what reason 
did you not spend the evening with the Countess 
de Lucena ? " 

Spencer sprang from his chair as if he had been 
struck; an overpowering tide of blood rushed to 
his brow. 

“ She sent word/' he said, almost in a whisper, 

that she had a headache." Then, with a roar like 
that of a wounded lion : '' Why did you ask me that 
question ? " cried he. Why did you ask me that 
question ? " 

There was an instant's terrible silence. 

Why did you ask me that question ? '' repeated 
Spencer, flinging his clenched hands high above Hs 
head and shaking them as if he would defy truth 
itself. 

Oh, Michael," said poor Neuberg, she wore the 
emeralds 1 " 

All instinctively averted their eyes from the stricken 
man. He stood with his arms still raised aloft yet 
another moment, then let them fall by his side, and 
after violently pacing the room twice up and down, 
rushed blindly to the door. 

" Spencer, be yourself ! " cried Eva ; and then : 

Neuberg, go with him." 
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The next moment she and Rochester were alone, 
Down Eva's cheeks the tears were sti'eaniing. 

‘‘ Heavens, what a night 1 said she. “ Ah, 
Duke, and I who thought myself so unhappy to 
love in vain ! To see someone that one loves siilfer, 
that is the greatest grief of all." 

The Duke detached himself from the wall against 
which he had been leaning, motionless and 
As a man walking in his sleep he came over to hvu's 
side. 

No," said he, in a toneless voice, there is a 
worse grief still i it is to see the one wc love un- 
worthy.” 

She looked after him, astonished, as without an- 
word he turned and left her too. 

But outside in the silent street, with only the stars 
of heaven to see him, the bond of iron which kepi: his 
faculties in control suddenly fell awaj" ; broken alike 
bodily and mentally, he cast himself against the wall 
of Eva's house, and, hiding his face in his hands, 
sobs and tears. 

# ^ ^ 

Eva remained for a long time lost in reflection 
while her candles guttered in their sockets and night 
waned to morning. Then she roused herself with a 
deep sigh, and catching sight of the camomile tea, 
cold, untasted, by her bedside, took it and drained 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 


With what tightening of the heart a little while ago 
had Rochester contemplated the inexorable flitting 
of this month! Every warmer ray of sunshine, 
every new flower that burst its sheaf, every token of 
stronger life, had been as many painful reminders 
that the sands were running low in the glass of his 
happy hours. 

But to-day, as shy of the company of his kind he 
strolled solitary on the deserted bank of the river 
without the town, and saw how the green had spread 
ail over the country since his first acquaintance with 
it, how clothed were the bare branches, how tall the 
wheat, how flowered the wild orchid, and sweet the 
lilac bush, it was with a bitter joy he told himself 
that his month of fooling had nearly waned. 

At his foot the river wound, dazzling beneath the 
cloudless sky ; from above the song of the lark, beat- 
ing against the vault of blue, fell back to the earth 
like a shower ; but in Rochester’s soul the freezing 
blight of disillusion had devastated ail the garden 
of youth. Yonder, within that circle of gray wails, 
life had unfolded to him, the eager boy, undreamed 
of and exquisite prospects ; but now he stood 
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felt himself a man, hardened and embittered, the 
flower of his youth nipped in the blossom and the 
fruit of experience already bitter on his palate before 
he had tasted of its sweetness. All the glamour had 
been brushed at one swoop from what but yesterday 
had seemed so full, so warm, so joyously coloured 
a life. The companionship of Neuberg — Neuberg, 
who had danced with joy because she had borne the 
guilt instead of Eva— seemed almost unbearable ; 
still more so that of Spencer, the commoner, who had 
won because he had presumed, who had bfien fa- 
voured where he, the Duke of Rochester, had hesi- 
tated to aspire ; even Eva, wholesome, human Eva., 
who had once been to the healthy young appetite of 
his first emancipation all that it could crave for, had 
become, for a palate initiated to fare of a savour so 
exquisite, too coarse, too simple — distasteful ! 

The present was ail weariness and vexation of 
spirit, the immediate past a blushing memory of 
green folly ; only the contemplation of the future, 
with its earnest duties, its dignity, its solid reality, 
could he face with re-establishment of equanimity. 
Well, it was all over 1 But a few hours remained to 
Mm of his allotted span. 

With what satisfaction would he see the dust of 
this unholy capital fall from his carriage-wheels — 
no later than this day ! For him the sun should set 
upon other scenes. 

So determining, he turned upon his course and 
began hastening towards the town, following, as 
before, the bend of the river. Upon the little quay 
opposite Spencer's house he involuntarily halted for 
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As Rochester stood ' and mused with a very wither-* 
ing curl upon Ms beardless lipV through the open door 
of the gothic house a figure emerged wilii the liead- 
long energy that would have proclaimed it Neubcrg, 
to anyone that knew him, even had not the blue-ancl- 
silver dolman flashed out into the sun. 

Out in the centre of the road tlie King’s Equerry 
paused, gyrated once upon himself as if to recon- 
noitre on every side, caught sight of the watcher 
under the poplar-tree, and, wdtli an eager gesture, 
made straight for him. 

Never to the Duke’s eye had his month-old friend 
looked smarter or more soldierly spruce. There was 
not a speck or a crease on his uniform ; his face was 
shorn smooth as a woman’s ; but yesterday’s \vork 
had left its stamp upon it, nevertheless, and his 
encircled lids were those of a man who had not 
slept. Above all there was a look of intense gravity. 

To Rochester’s deliberate coolness, concentrated 
self-importance; and air of universal disapprobation. 
Count Neuberg paid — indeed, he noticed them — 
not the smallest attention. 

** Where have you been ? ” cried he, in greeting. 
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I have hunted for you ail the morning ; and with- 
out waiting for a reply ; I must go to the Palace/’ 
said he ; “ but we can talk as we go/’ 

He gripped the boy by the elbow and started him 
in time to his own martial step by sheer moral and 
plu’sical force. As they went Neuberg poured out 
bis pent-up news. 

Of course, you knew/’ said he, when I did not 
come back all night, that I had to be with Spencer. 
Good God! wdiat a night it has been ! But now, 
complications having reached their crisis, the knot 
is about to be cut. Spencer and Sachs — stay, I 
will tell you from the beginning. At first the poor 
fellow w^as hardly conscious of my presence, and, 
lashing himself in his misery, he tramped up and 
dowm his attics from the east to the west, and poured 
forth his tale of bitter injury in a voice that I thought 
must shake from his sleep every sleeper in the town. 
Wounded in his very vitals, my Philosopher was all 
human. Philosophy applies best to other people ; 
for, after all, the Philosopher, like the Jew, will bleed 
if you prick him with the rest of mortals. Roches- 
ter, that woman can never know the love she has 
played with ; even I, lover as I am, I had no sus- 
picion it had rooted so deep. It was the sordid 
justice of it that cut iiim sorest. 'What went on 
before she knew me/ said he, ' I could ignore — 
nay, what would it have been to me ? No more than 
forgotten dreams ; for one pure love will create a 
new virginity. But that she should carry her lips, 
consecrated by my kisses, back to her ignoble lover — 
that she should interweave, with our soaring passion, 
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the unholy web of such an intrigue — oh. the vileness 
of it ! ’ To him, you know, Rochester, the very 
fact of its being with the King makes it ten times 
worse. A King’s mistress rarely yields herself for 
love.” 

Rochester sighed, and passed liis hand over his 
forehead, wet with anguish. 

“ After all,” he said bitterly, “ her soaring passion 
may be for the King ! You all admired iiim, even 
to Mr. Spencer.” 

. “ Ah,” cried Neuberg, ” I truly believe that 
Spencer would almost be glad to think so : anything 
rather than to see the absolute shattering of the 
idol ! But no ! ‘ Either she is incapable,’ said he, 
‘ of any affection, and love to her is sheer wantonness, 
or else she loved me enough to be ready for a marriage 
of absolute disinterestedness, but not enough to 
give up some game of power — who knows ? — some 
sordid feminine triumph, or, yet again — God help 
us !— money.’ Then he burst out with a roar : 
‘ She did love me — she did love me for an hour, and 
that is the worst of all ! ’ ” Neuberg paused invol- 
untarily and halted, looking for sympathy into 
Rochester’s impassive face. 

But with white compressed lips the boy stood 
^ent, his eyes fixed on the ground. His owm heart 
had caught up Spencer’s cry, and he said to himself 
with an exceeding wail of sorrow : " Me too ; she 
loved IT 0 for an hour, and that is the worst of all ! ” 
But that secret should go with him to his coffin. He 
was not one of those, he told himself proudly, who 
brayed their grief to the wind. 


i 
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So it went on/' said the Guardsman, once more 
vigorously propelling his companion, '' until the day 
dawned and the first ray of sun, as it leaped into the 
room, flashed itself on that damned little yellow cup 
the Circe gave him. As Spencer turned in his stormy 
walk his eye was drawn to it. Oh, my dear Duke, 
that was a moment ! His fury fell from him ; the 
pity of it overcame him. It all had been to him so 
perfect, so beautiful, as beautiful as his very dreams. 
He clasped his hands, he raised a lament that pierced 
me to the marrow, spoke words unrepeatable and 
wept, Rochester — ^wept tears that fell on my heart 
like lead." 

Rochester put up his hand as if to close the indis- 
creet mouth : it was doubly repugnant to him to 
hear of this mature man's loss of self-control and to 
hear of it from his friend's lips. 

It was indeed the very night of tears ! " said he, 
with a little sarcastic laugh. April showers are 
in season ! Do you think Mr. Spencer would like me 
to hear all these intimate details ? " 

Neuberg again stopped in his walk and stared, at 
first in utter amazement, then scowlingly, at the 
Duke. 

'' I understood/' said he in a tone of extreme huf- 
finess, dropping Rochester's arm as he spoke, '' that 
you had requested to be considered our friend." 

For a second or two the Duke made no reply ; 
but through all his own ill-huinour he was sensitive 
to Neuberg's displeasure. After all, the flower of 
this first real friendship of Ms manhood had been 
sweet. 
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“ Ask me.” said he at length, “ any service, and 
see if I be not ready to prove myself your friend.” 

The placable officer was once more full of eager- 
ness and effusion. 

“ It was,” said he, ” for that very reason that I 
was seeking you this morning. And, indeed, you are 
right : I have wasted much time in talking when this 
was the first thing to be settled. Know then, that 
that beast Sachs actually sought out Spencer this 
morning, having ridden over hot-haste from the Geis- 
berg, sent by the King (upon what mission we, no 
doubt, shall never know). Spencer received him 
like a God, calm in the sense of his own power. The 
animal was taken aback at seeing me, and wanted a 
private interview ; so I retired into the bedroom. 
First, all that I could hear was the ingratiating growl- 
growl of that brute’s voice ; then Spencer answering 
very cold and courteous ; then once more the growl- 
growl, and then— oh, the most resoimding slap I 
ever heard in my hfe — ^like a pistol shot ! Things 
had come to a head sooner than even I thought 
possible. I leaped into the room, not a fraction of a 
second too soon. Sachs had his sabre already out, 
and my Spencer, in his superb attitude of disdain, 
would have been run through the next instant had 
I not flung myself headlong between them. Tlnnk 
of it, Rochester,” he went on with a sudden alterna- 
tion in liis voice, “ what a grain of infinite smalhiess 
between this world and a great catastrophe! A 
stiffness in the lock, a chair in the way, an uncertain 
step — ^we should have been widowed now, and Sachs, 
the scoundrel, in his right, glorying ! In his right, 
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for you know our military code : he who bears sword 
by his side must not brook so much as a disrespect- 
ful touch. , . . There is nothing tike a Philosopher's 
slap for soundness ! 'Tis even as Spencer was once 
so much at pains to expound to me : the anger of a 
benevolent man is mightiest of aild’ 

Rochester, despite his new pessimism, was still 
boy enough to kindle at the hearing of the 
deed. 

It was well done/’ said he ; I would I had been 

there 1 

Yes, it was well done,” said Neuberg, with a 
sigh, and his countenance clouded over as he spoke ; 
** but now still hangs that good life upon the hazard 
of a throw. I disarmed the Master of the Horse a 
couple of hours ago. But this evening, at sundown, 
I must stand by and see him made a target of one 
whose existence in this naughty world is of as great 
price as his own is worthless. And so you must 
stand by,” he added. 

A duel?” whispered Rochester, whose heart 
began to beat very fast Notwithstanding Mr 
Spencer’s theories on the subject ” 

Inevitable, of course,” interrupted the other 
shortly. '' It was quite settled an hour ago. With- 
out the walls, at sundown— pistols. Sachs 
it : he prides himself on his point-blank skill 
but he is not aware that Spencer can shoot a flying 
coin ! Well, let us hope our Professor may out- 
shoot as well as outride the Royal Pander.” 

'' Of course, I consent to act as Mr. 
second,” said the 
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Well, keep a close mouth about it/' answered 
Neuberg brutally, for you know the Royal re- 
script : it is two years' fortress for any officer to figlit 
himself or aid and abet any duel the circumstances 
of which have not been laid before his Majesty and 
considered in what is called the Court of Honour. 
Our great King is an honourable man ! However, 
Sachs would die rather than own that he had been 
struck and that the striker was still walking ; so 
he will risk for once the Royal frown — he lias not 
much fear of it lasting long . . . the useful fellow ! 
But he had better look out : His Majesty will tolerate 
anything better than failure. As for me, there is in 
this good right arm " — striking with a youthful 
gesture the blue sleeve — what will make Sack's 
remaining yellow cheek match the fine red one 
Spencer gave him, should a friend's aim prove less 
potent than his fist. Pray God it may not ! But 
should it come about, then, my God ! for every drop 
of Michael's generous blood I shall draw an ounce of 
the fellow's yellow slime." His lip trembled over 
the menacing words. '' Well, time slips ; I must 
run, Rochester ; the King's audience hour is nearly 
out . V . and I have that to do which cannot be 
put offi" 

An enigmatic look came over his face as he spoke ; 
it was as if the open page, where usually all was 
written clear had suddenly grown blank. 

Now," said he, hie you back to Spencer. I will 
meet you there. You will find the dear fellow quite 
himself. He received from Paris this morning a 
request for a course, of lectures, the prospect oi the 
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set work aroused him. This storm clears the air. I 
left liim. quoting Shakespeare ! ” 

He took two running steps, then came back, un- 
able to resist the impulse. 

** You should have heard him on Sachs ! ‘ Not 
even/ said he, * that glimmer of dignity which re- 
deemed blackguard Pistol’s sordid course. Pray, Sir 
Pandarus of Troy, and by my side wear steel / ’ ’’ Here 
Neuberg grinned over liis shoulder, gave a vigorous 
tap on his sword hilt, and at a military stride van- 
ished within the Palace gate. 

After some mental debate, Rochester, whose 
humour had been diverted into a considerably less 
morbid channel by this breezy interview, turned his 
steps back in the direction of the Gothic house by 
the river. 

Limply he went, for his limbs ached still from last 
night's ordeals, and his nervous system had not been 
built upon a pattern to resist such a change of emo- 
tions with the impunity of the Austrian’s iron 
frame. 

To his somewhat hesitating knock, Spencer's 
voice responded with such everyday geniality that 
he felt himself with relief able to enter in a natural, 
not to say detached, manner. 

Spencer, a little pale, a little dark under the eyes, 
but otherwise the same as usual, raised his head, and 
greeted the new-comer with a smile. But as Roches- 
ter came forward and took his proffered hand he 
noticed, with a sudden upleap of fellow-feeling that 
washed away at once and for ever all sense of super- 
ciliousness and jealousy, that the Philosopher’s hair 
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which had but yesterday been but lightly povvdered 

with gray,' had" turned on. each temple as white as 

silver. 

Upon his open desk lay two sealed letters, showing 
what had been his occupation,,; butjust then he was 
bending over a yeilow-paged book, an old seven- 
teenth-century-treatise on the manners and customs 
'.of beesy. and falling baek into his seat, Spencer took 
up the train of thought that Rochester seoai;\I to 
have interrupted, with a smile and a chuckle of 
interested amusement, 

** ExtraordinarydV said he, that in the insect 
world we should find well nigh as much evidence of 
intellect as in the so-called higher order of aiiimais ! 
More so, I may say, for the art of living in com- 
munity has been brought to a finer degree by the 
ant and the bee than % the buffalo and the rook. 
Instinct? To the average human that little word 
explains everything. Show him the bee-ceil with 
its solution of the ‘ maximum and minimum ' prob- 
lem ; show him the ordered hive with its liierarchy, 
its routine, the self-sacrificing energy whereby the 
unit strives for the common weal, the provision for 
emergency, for the prompt re-establishment of social 
equilibrium ; and he will say to you : " Very wonder- 
ful, my dear sir — instinct ! " Show him the police 
of the ant-hill ; prove to him that these little crea- 
tures not only see and hear, but reason accordingly ; 
that they have memory as well as foresight ; he will 
shrug his shoulders — * Instinct ! * Superior man, 
he will refuse a soul to the dog that dies of grief at 
Ms master's grave and yet carry in his own body 
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every -unreasoning instinct of the lowest animal ; 
nay, is not he himself more often led by instinct than 
bee or ant is ever allowed to be led in its community ? 
When you and Neuberg hacked at each other in the 
inn room, what was it moved you? When I go and 
stake my life to try and chastise further this man 
whom I despise and hate, does reason guide me ? 
No, young man ! Yet you open your eyes at me ; 
you are amazed to find me calm, to find me myself. 
That my hand is steady, m^rsoul undisturbed, is 
reason’s power — reason and:,' instinct;'!. ■ So. are, we 
made— strange, clashing compound ; what is of 
earth v/ili to earth, and what is of spirit will upwards. 
The struggle lasts till the elements divide.” He 
paused, looked up suddenly and met the Duke’s 
dazed eyes with a full kind glance that seemed, as 
upon their first meeting, to read the secrets of the 
soul. Rochester winced, blushing, and cast down his 
long lids. Spencer remained gazing at him for a 
minute in silence. There were revealing ravages 
upon that youthful face. The Duke was too young 
yet, for all his instinctive reserve, to be able to bide 
his troubled soul 

I have to thank you,’* said Spencer in a some- 
what altered voice, “ for consenting to stand by me 
this evening, for you came to tell me that you would, 
did you not ?' **' ,■ ■ 

Yes,” said the Duke, his eyes lighting vindic- 
tively. . 

There was a pause. 

'' I am much obliged to you,** said Spencer at last 
simply ; '' excuse my lighting a pipe. You do not 
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smoke yourself, I believe. Take the amichair : you 
look very tired ; lie back.” 

He filled his pipe reflectively, and began to pace 
the length of the room after that fashion which in 
him evoked no impression of restlessness, but rather 
one of rhythmical repose. 

Rochester leant back and a soothing sensation 
crept over him. The windings of the Philosopher's 
mind were Chinese puzzles to him, as bootless and 
unintelhgible if ingenious. But the man's presence 
was strong, rhagnetic, comforting. Half dozing he 
watched him, dreamily heard fragments of desultory 
talk. 

Spencer smiled upon him once or twice benevo- 
lently and comprehendingly, but w^ent on expound- 
ing, with certain pauses for initial reflection, his 
views upon the policy of the insect world. He had 
proved at full length, and apparently to his own 
satisfaction, that their government was infinitely 
more perfect and systematic than that of any king- 
dom of Europe, when the sudden opening of the door 
awoke Rochester with a start, and cut the thread of 
further paradoxical dispositions. 





This phenomenon concentrated itself in the middle 
of the bare space, and began to discharge some of its 
energy in rolling thunder accompanied by the hurl- 
ing of bolts. A cap was flung hurtling into one 
corner ; a great azure cloak described fearful Qrcles 
before being cast with a dull thud against the Phi- 
losopher’s book-shelves ; a belt and an empty scab- 
bard next shot by Rochester’s head, to be followed 
bv a meteoric shower of box-straps, epaulettes, 
decorations, and aiguillettes. 

“ Blast him ! ” cried Neuberg. " Blast him, root 
and branch, bed and throne : Perish all such vertmn, 
say I, be they Idngs or cobblers ! May damnation 
and disaster dog him and shame shadow him— -the 
Furies flog him and hell-fire roar for him. Curse him ! 
Curse him ! Curse him ! ” 

Between stamping and anathematising and 



322 YOUNG APRIL. 

berg, already panting from his rapid ascent, here 
fairly lost breath. 

One tall boot had gone with the spur-straps, and 
strips of cloth along with the aiguillettes. With 
dolman tom down at the neck, he stood motionless 
for a few seconds, and rolled his eyes on his friends. 
Then he drew a gasping breath. 

“ Ah,” cried he, “ how many days has this been 
choldng me ! He was my chief, my master, and not 
even to you, Spencer, could I say one word against 
him ! Cur ! tiger ! pretentious upstart ! beast ! fool ! 
cuckoo ! tyrant ! hypocrite ! bulk? ! the gilded 
soldier who never saw a fight but through a spy- 
glass ! the legislator who is the first to break all laws 
of God and man ! stem reformer of Iiarmlcss liber- 
ties, moralist who subdues his vile passions . . . 
with a harem! I have done vath him — Heaven 
be praised 1 Oh, it does one good to have it out at 
last.” 

Upon this Coxmt Neuberg resumed operations ; 
wrenching apart a refractorj? roil of fastenings, 
he tore his dolman off, and sent it to join the 
cloak, 

Spencer, recovering from the .sudden onslaught,* 
began to question his friend anxiously, yet unable to 
repress his laughter. " Wliat folly are you about 
now ? " 

At this question, the other became all at once 
liberally sarcastic. 

“ I suppose,” said he. “ your Wise Philosophy 
woirid reserve for itself the right of committing 
follies. You had your hour this morning, when you 
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slapped that fellow's cheek, and you mean to give 
yourself a further relaxation this evening behind 
your pistol But I, who am no Philosopher, ani to 
swallow everything, and continue to wear a badge 
of the man who has planned against me the deepest 
wrong and worked to my dishonour as well as to 
that of my friend. Spencer, you are a fraud — a 
regular fraud : I have known it a long time. Your 
speech, my friend, may be that of the wisest of 
platonists, but your actions are those of the most 
hot-biooded mortal fool that ever ran the earth. As 
for me, I am a plain man and act as such. That 
uniform burnt me like the shirt of Nessus ; I have 
done with it. I gave him my sword first : I laid it 
on his table without a word. Then — then I spoke, 
and for once a King has heard a man's true opinion 
of him." 

" Heavens ! " interrupted Rochester, who had not 
been a month in the King's capital without gather- 
ing some idea of his special system of paternal gov- 
ernment, " you will be thrown into prison for Use 
majcsU as sure as fate ; and did you forget the 
meeting this evening ? " 

“ Prison 1 " said Neuberg, with a look upon his 
face that Rochester had never seen there before. 

The Emperor's cousin is not kept in prison by a 
German Confederation Kinglet." 

This revelation of Neuberg's standing caused so 
much amazement to the young Englishman, who all 
through their acquaintance had been so conscious 
of his own eminent social superiority over a mere 
foreign Count, and this amazement was so openly 
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stamped upon Ms face, that Spencer burst out 

laugMng. 

“"You were not aware, then/' said he, “ that our 
Gustaf is a son of the late Emperor’s daughter, and 
that this hot blood of his is half ' Royal and Ini* 
perial ’ ? What of it ? Does that make any 
difference in the madcap we kno'W ? '' 

But Rochester, though he hastened, fluslilng, to 
disclaim any sentiment but that of immaterial sur- 
prise, was nevertheless aware that he was gazing on 
the ex-Guardsman wltli quite different eyes. Pie 
felt conscious that he himself could not have kept so 
important an element of his personality for half a 
day from, the knowledge of his friends — felt ashamed 
of recognition of a breeding vastly superior to his 
own. Neuberg had attempted no deliberate con- 
cealment ; it had simply never occurred to him to 
talk about his Imperial connection, and all the un- 
conventionality of his behaviour, all the Spartan 
simplicity, the heedless jocularity, that the Duke 
had hitherto regarded mth toleration not immixed 
with disdain, now seemed to Mm proofs of a con- 
ception of aristocratic manliness of which he had not 
even dreamed* 

Where Rochester would have hesitated in fear of 
lowering himself, Neuberg would plunge in, serene 
in the conviction that whatever he chose to do must 
be correct. 

■ Gustaf/^ said Spencer again, ** in God’s name 
what are you about now ? ” 

The scion of the House of Austria had, after tliis 
slight relaxation, returned with energy to his former 
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proceedings. The remaining boot had been \vj,th 
great diiBculty removed, and he now was laying 
hands upon the buckskin breeches that fitted him 
so neatiy. 

“ If you think,” snarled he, looking up vindic- 
tively, “ that I will keep on a stitch, a thread, of this 
liver y-"- - — ” 

Spencer shrugged his shoulders with a smile, v/ent 
into Hs bedroom, and returned with his own dress- 
ing-gown in one hand and the morocco slippers in 
another. 

” Here, you lunatic ! ” said he ; and Neuberg, 
peeling the condemned buckskin from his legs, stood 
a second a splendid figure, every iron muscle defined 
in his close riding-drawers, and swung his arms 
about ecstatically. 

” Free ! ” cried he ; “ finished with ! God be 
praised ! and damn him ! ” Then he enfolded him- 
self in Spencer’s voluminous garment, thrust his feet 
into the red leather, looked from one to the other of 
his friends with his owm good smile, dropped into 
the armchair, made a long arm for Spencer’s pipe, 
and called out cheerily : ‘‘ Now you send Mark to 
my house for my civil garb— and, stop ! let him 
fetch on his back a few measures of March beer.” 
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CHAPTER XL. 

There was, a mile outside the town gates, a little 
outlying powder-magazine, recently constructed 
upon the latest, most approved system, and there- 
fore jealously guarded from lay trespassers. Its 
outer ditch was trimmed, turfed, and sheltered. 
It was an ideal recess for a little affair of honour. 

In the golden evening light the shadow of a cer« 
tain group fell long and black upon the sward as 
they went through a set of grave manceuvres with 
as much precision and apparent placidity as if they 
were carrying out some solemn pt-ivcme. 

The simultaneous sound of tv/o shots that rang out 
in the still air only disturbed a fliglit of settling rooks, 
and evoked the imprudent curiosity of a flying sen- 
try, who, at sight of the officers' uniform, dared not 
interrupt his tramp. 

The long shadows had not gi“own another inch 
when three figures in dark civilian clothes quietly 
took their way back again to the town, while the 
last rays of the sun splashed against the brilliant 
uniforms of the other four whom they left in posses- 
sion of the field — one stretched at full length upon 
the sod, another bending over him with a glittering 
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> case by his side, the remaining two earnestly .con- ; 
versing; together. V , 

'There; was ;a certain gravity on, faces of .the. : 
hom.eward bound j they talked inTow voices, as men 
■ do under the influence of a solemn occurrence*' ; 

■ Your ball is in his hip, Michael,*' said Neuberg. 

** I merely gave a look at him ; but as I live, Sachs 
will never ride again." , 

How horriblv he cursed 1 said Rochester, who 
could hardly control his shaldng limbs sufficiently 
to enable him to proceed at Spencer's side, and who, 
ashamed of his weakness beside these two tranquil 
men whom no retrospective emotion seemed to influ- 
ence, tried to conceal it under a pale joke. Your 
performance of this morning, Neuberg, was nothing 
^ to it.” 

" Ay,” said Spencer, “ he has not even the fighting- 
man’s temperament, but let himself be so possessed 
with fury that he could not regulate his eyesight, 
and shot so wide that I did not even hear his 
bullet Sy.” . 

“ He is a ruined man,” said Neuberg ; for the 
King will never forgive Mm, not only for having 
missed you, but for having been Mt.Mmself._ Yom 
ball would have been more merciful had it sped 

through heart or brain.” _ . : , 

“Nay,” said Spencer, and his placid face was 
crossed'by a momentarv bitterness, “ he has at least 
deserved a pension. \\Mo knows, perhaps his very 
infirmity may make him the more useful man by- 
and-by ? Such men as Sachs can never long be 
out of their master’s favour.” 



. 

#«■ 


liil 


328 YOUNG APRIL. 

He halted, and looked across at the town, dark- 
spired against the rosy sky. Lazily moving like the 
wings of a great bird, the Royal Standard rose and 
fell above the glittering roof of the Palace. 'Around 
them lay the fertile lands bathed in the evening 
peace, and the scent of the bean-blossoms and the 
thousand other savours of the teeming earth hung 
in the air. 

“ It is a fair kingdom,” said Spencer ; but he vnU 
lose it all — ^mark me, Neuberg, we shall see it, and 
you, Duke, if from your fair great home in England 
you care to heed the sound of the little falling throne 
— ^he wiU lose it, he will lose it tluough tliis very 
weakness, this vice, that has this day lost for him 
the friendship of such men as Gustaf and my- 
self,” 

His face, in the red glow, seemed touched with 
something of a prophet's inspiration; his com- 
panions were struck into musing, and they proceeded 
and passed through the city gates without another 
word exchanged. 

At Spencer's door they parted. 

I do not intend,” said the Philosopher, that 
anyone should suffer for me ; we must, therefore, 
hence from the capital with as little delay as pos- 
sible. For a little way,” he said to the Duke, smil- 
ing, the threads of our fate are still unwoven. 
To-morrow we three must part — I to Paris, Neu- 
berg to Vienna, and you to England. But get you 
to your packing, and you to yours, Neuberg.” 

Ay,” said Neuberg, I am going to Eva ! ” 
He started off running. 
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I will have the travelling coach at your door at 
ten o'clock/' Spencer called after him. Be ready/" 
I will be so/" said the Duke, who did not relish 
the idea of coming to explanations with the minions 
■■of ihe '.King's law. .■ 


CHAPTER XLL 

His Grace’s packing was not a proceeding which 
should have consumed much time, for a young man’s 
travelling paraphernalia, even be he sometliing of a 
dandy, is of the nature of things soon disposed of. 
But, wishing to be alone and therefore setting Hans 
about his master’s business in the adjoining rooms, 
the Duke found himself folding so many memories, 
bitter and sweet, among his fine garments, and lay** 
ing so many dead hopes and joys at the bottom of 
his trunk, that before he could draw a strap the night 
had fully fallen. 

The portmanteap was buckled at length ; wrapped 
in a many-caped travelling coat his chin sunk inside 
the high collar, his hands lost in the great cuffs, 
Rochester sat on the edge of the bulging leather 
flank, and, by the light of a little candle, paused in 
melancholy reverie before taking his last farewell 
of those four walls that had seen so much of his life 
in so short a time, and, with tliem, his farewell of an 
epoch whereof, after all, now that it was irrevocably 
over, even the sorrow held a subtle sweetness. It 
was the thirtieth day of his allotted moon of folly. 

He was aroused by the rumble of a carriage on 
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the cobble-stones without, the clatter and tramp of 
heavy feet on the pavement, followed by a knock 
on the outer door which \ibrated tlirough the 
house. 

“ Spencer’s coach already/' thought he at first ; 
then started up to listen* 

There approached rapidly the loud rhythm of 
martial steps upon the wooden stairs, and an ex- 
traordinary atmosphere of agitation, a kind of un- 
formed rumour, penetrated even behind his closed 
doors. The police ! ’’ whispered his quick wits. 

The tramping feet invaded the next room, rough 
overbearing voices arose questioning, and that of 
Hans replying in surly negation. 

Ah, Jemine, hide ^^ourself ; the gendarmes are 
after you i ’’ came a frightened whisper behind the 
listener ; and, wheeling round, Rochester saw that 
in the aperture of the passage door the landlady’s 
daughter stood looking in upon him with round 
face bleached and starting eyes full of womanly, 
desperate pity. 

The whisper ended in a screech : a large white- 
gloved hand suddenly appeared round her comfort- 
able waist, and her place was instantly usurped by 
the green and black form of a gigantic gendarme, 
wlio strode pompously into the room, clapped the 
Duke on the slioulder, and apprehended him in the 
name of the King. 

Rochester’s first impulse of angry resistance was 
promptl}’^ quenched by the vision of a second warrior 
of the same kidirey who now entered upon him by 
the other door, and by the further sight of two others 
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on the landing with hand on sword, at attention, 

read}/ to enforce the majesty of tlae law. 

As any one of these, judging by the weight of the 
hand upon his arm, could have disposed of his own 
slight person in an instant, Rochester's British sense 
of humour came to help him to meet liis fate pliilo- 
sophically. 

With a slight, modif^dng smile, he professed him- 
self, in neatest German, prepared to yield himself 
peaceably to their request ; but he would be grateful, 
he added, to be infoimed of the charge brought 
against him, an Englishman of rank. 

** You will be told in due time,'' returned the 
officer stolidly, in his broad Saxon. ** Forward — 
close up in rear— march ! " 

Rochester, taking the beaver which was thrust 
into his grasp, with as fine an air as if it had been 
obsequiously handed, clapped it at a knowing angle 
upon his red curls, and folded his arms. 

Lead on, sir," said he majestically ; you see 
that Tam ready." 

The two gendarmes closed up behind him ; the 
two others on the landing proceeded. Between 
them the Englishman stepped with measured paces. 
In the hall he crossed, with condescending glance, 
the woe-stricken countenance of the landlady, and 
as much as could be seen behind an uplifted apron 
of the convulsed visage of her middle-aged daughter. 
They were being guarded outside by two more uni- 
formed giants, drawn sword in hand ; his fine dignity 
fairly deserted him, and he laughed aloud. He was 
. marched, still laughing, into the carriage, packed 

/V , iiiii 
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as well they might be between the legs and scabbards 
of three of his escorts; two others mounted be- 
hind, and the last gendarme sprang up beside the 
coachman. 

“ I see/' said the prisoner to the occupier of the 
seat next him, as this warlike cartload moved oft 
heavily, that you are extremely careful in your 
proceedings/' 

The man, rigid with the sense of his official impor- 
tance, dimly perceived a sarcastic flavour in this 
speech ; he frowned, and, by the light of the lamp 
that flashed in upon them as they rumbled on, 
Rochester saw the chiefs portentous displeasure 
reflected upon the countenances of his subordinates 
opposite. 

For a while Rochester laughed on, earnestly wish- 
ing for Neuberg or Spencer or Eva to enjoy the joke 
with him. But it is poor fun laughing alone, and 
Ms face was quite grave again by the time they 
reached their destination, which was in a very short 
time, it being an adjunct to the Palace of Justice. 

Here the delinquent was brought through several 
offices, confronted with divers officials, questioned, 
registered, ticketed, but, with truly Teutonic arro- 
gance, was refused all explanatory answer to his own 
reasonable inquiries. Finally, he was ushered into 
an apartment which seemed to be a kind of pre- 
liminary sto-tion of aiTest, and which looked more 
like a guardroom than an actual prison. It was 
large and aiiy, white-washed, stone-flagged, clear 
and not ill-lit. At each end was a row of plank beds ; 
down the centre a long wooden table and benches ; 
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upon one side a stove, before which, on wooden 
stools, were seated two gendarmes, snioldng their 
villainous kanaster and conversing affably with each 
other. As Rochester passed in, a chubby-cheeked 
sentry inside the door gazed earnestly at liiin with 
guileless peasant eyes. 

The men by the fire nodded and wished him 
good-evening, and with a certain good-humoured 
roughness offered him a stool in the wann. But 
Rochester, who amongst his qualities had not that 
of geniality with his inferiors, declined with haughty 
courtesy, walked to the end of the wooden table, 
and took his place upon the bench. Here he sat in 
moody reflection, while the yellow-faced clock upon 
the wall ticked loudly a long half-hour. As the 
minutes went by, the young Duke became once more 
a deeply-injured individual. 

He was already follovung in vision, with incon- 
ceivable bitterness of heart, along the broad dark 
road that he knew so well, the fiiglit of the coach 
wherein were snugly ensconced Spencer and Neuberg, 
when sounds without and an interested stir within 
brought him back to things of actuality. 

Then came the cadence of a footstep that struck 
a familiar ring of a well-known voice, and Neuberg, 
bringing about him a whole atmosphere of outside 
freshness and joyous unconcern, entered the place 
of detention as if it were a ballroom. 

But that his friend did not hither come of his own 
choice was evidenced, Rochester noticed, by the fact 
that he was accompanied by the very same posse that 
had conducted a ducal prisoner into these precincts* 
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These, although he had met with such scant cere- 
mony at their hands, performed their office to the 
new prisoner with every appearance of the profound- 
est, not to say the most apologetic, respect 
The gendarmes by the fire stood up stiff and 
saluted, and the arresting-party withdrew, upon 
Neuberg's careless nod, as humbly as inferiors dis- 
missed 

Ah ! '' gaily cried the ex-Guardsman, '' you have 
a fire, I see, and right : the night is chilly. Sit 
down, sit down ! Go on smoking ; I wish I had one 
too i What ? '' here his eyes, sweeping round the 
room carelessly, became suddenly fixed and steely. 
What ? " cried he again, and gave a joyous shout, 
my little Rochester — this is luck indeed ! Now, 
by my faith, all that is wanted is our Spencer 1 
Rochester rose, smiling, his ill-temper melting 
away before the other’s sunny humour, and Neu- 
berg seized him by the hand and shook 'it as if they 
had not met for years. To him the meeting was 
pleasure unalloyed and required an extra demon- 
stration. 

“ They took me,'' said he, but five yards from 
Eva’s doorsteps, the rogues I My blessed Eva ! 
They nabbed you neatly at home, I suppose ? I 
wonder how they will get good Spencer ? He can- 
not fail us to-night — he, the very head and front 
of this offending. Well, it is a poor heart that never 
rejoices. I am as hungry as a hunter! Heyda 
Feidwebel, is it the rule to starve your miserable 
prisoners in these dungeons ? ” 

With an obsequious grin the man ran forward. 
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Neuberg took a gold piece from his pocket, spun ^ 
it on the table, and pointed to it with his forefinger. 

Your honour/" said the man, '' can be supplied 
with what he likes, from where he likes/" 

Evviva ! "" cried the officer. Me seemeth/' he 
went on, once more in English, turning to his friend, 
something of the description of a fine capon, 
golden and hot from the spit, a spring salad, a square 
of Strasburg pie, a brace of flagons of Bordeaux 
wine to wash it all down, would tend to lighten the 
gloom of this durance vile. Eh, my Lord Duke? 

The Duke, as Neuberg spoke, felt a certain new 

I titillation within him that confirmed the words. 
Dignity is seldom proof against appetite. 

Thereupon the Austrian expounded the order to 
the amiable guardian of their incarceration. 

I “ Double portion,"’ said he, and tossed the coin. 

:jj Stay — treble,"" drawing a companion piece ; keep 

,1 the change, friend, but treat us well. Send to the 

I Silver Lion ; tell them it is for me, and let them 

ll look to it. Now march ! *" 

I Spencer,"" proceeded the speaker, and disposed 

himself sprawling on the bench in the most com- 
fortable attitude its uncompromising hardness would 
admit of — Spencer will be here in the nick of time ; 

I only hope that he may not consider it due to his 
Philosophy to break a head or two upon the way. 

That would complicate matters, and might lead to 
his solitary confinement; Now, that would spoil 
aU the fun. You and I, being ordinary humans, 
came like lambs, of course, but there is no knowing 
how these great minds will disport themselves in 


1 
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such emergencies/' Then, suddenly jumping up, 
but \vithout a change of tone, Nay, yonder he 
comes ! " said he. 

Spencer was standing in the doorway, and the 
sentry was gaping, as never he had gaped before, 
at the great figure in the folds of the black travelling 
cloak, at the majestic, outlandish head. The Phi- 
losopher's brow was unruffled, his demeanour, if 
grave, was serene ; liis face lighted up for an instant 
with pleased surprise at Neuberg's Shakespearian 
shout of “ All hail 1 " But the surprise was tran- 
sient, and the pleasure alone remained placidly 
enthroned, as he took a seat beside his friend. 

So our journey is put off,” said he ; well, 
there is nothing like a cheerful acceptance of the 
inevitable.” 

Bravo ! ” cried Neuberg. I was afraid that 
the maxim to-night might have been on the con- 
trary, that the duty of the free-bom man is to resist 
tyranny.” He gave a light wave in the direction 
of the King's bust, which, crowned with a withered 
chaplet of laurels, looked down on them in grimy 
severity from over the door. 

Here onj dissertation on Spencer’s part, had he 
been disposed to deliver one, would have had to 
give way to more important business, for the door 
was again opened, to admit, this time, two waiters, 
carrying a heavy basket between them. 

And presently, upon a snowy, red-bordered cloth, 
sundry covered dishes and dusty bottles were dis- 
posed in battle array in front of smiling, expectant 
faces and brilliant empty glasses. DeEcate and un- 
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wonted savours began to predominate in the neigh- 
bouring air. 

“May good digestion wait on appetite and health 
on both 1 '' cried Neuberg, drawing the largest dish 
before him, and seizing the carving knife and fork. 

“ For victims of heartless tyranny/' said Spencer, 
and helped himself to a plateful of delicate salad, 
wherein the subtle fragrance of the chive had not 
been omitted, “ no one can say that there are not 
compensations/' 

“ For my part/' said Neuberg, “ I think it is infi- 
nitely better than rumbling over stony roads/' 

“ At least, as you said, it is a poor heart/' said 
the Duke, catching the infectious humour of the 
moment, “ that never rejoices ; and of course your 
cousin, the Emperor, will see you out of the scrape, 
and we shall follow, hanging on your coat-tails/' 

He had his little point of malice in this speech. 
Then, lifting his glass : “ Let us drink," cried he, 
“ first of all to our deliverer, His Royal Imperial 
Majesty," and cast a contemptuous look at the bust. 

“ Hoch, hoch, hoch ! " cried Neuberg, who had 
not swallowed a mouthful of wine yet, but who was 
already exceedingly elevated. The three raised their 
glasses and clinked them together. 

But there is many a slip 'twixt the cup and the 
lip, and that first beaker of ruby wine for which 
Rochester's lips were already opening, the song of 
which through his veins his heart was already an- 
ticipating, was destined to reach neither the one nor 
the other. 

Strange noises arose without— noises of scuffle. 
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of protest, of lament and objurgation. The door 
burst open, the noises waxed to painful intensity. 
Then a new prisoner was ushered in, perforce, upon 
the scene — a very recalcitrant captive, whom two 
officers of police held by elbow and shoulder and 
whom a third propelled in the rear. 

Too bad not to leave us in peace,"' cried Neuberg 
angrity, while, with a dismay as unreasonable as it 
was unconscious, Rochester recognized amid the 
clamour the accents of a voice hideously familiar. 

“ The English Ambassador shall know ; the Duke 
of Wellington shall be informed of this outrage ; 
England has gone to war for less ! Everyone who 
has had a hand in this will regret it deeply. I will 
write to tlie Times. Let the King beware ! I will 
write to the Times. Robbed, insulted, mishandled, 
a dignitary of the Established Church of England. 
Have a care, sir ! The Archbishop of Canterbury, 
the Duke of Rochester- " 

With fine linen sadly tossed and stained, sable 
broadcloth torn and displaced, ambrosial curls lank 
upon a heated brow, the portly form of a most vener- 
able-looking if dishevelled elderly gentleman, urged 
by a saciiiegious knee into an unwilling trot, and 
then cruelly left to its own devices, tottered to a 
halt at the table, and stood rolling a wild eyeball 
upon the extraordinary scene that met his gaze. 




CHAPTER XLII 


The Rev. Thomas Smiley stared and passed his 
hand across his forehead, streaming with perspira- 
tion, and stared again. 

The events which had so rapidly succeeded each 
other within the last two hours of his existence had 
been so unexpected, so monstrous, and alarming, 
what his eyes now actually beheld seemed so fan- 
tastic and incredible that he could hardly persuade 
himself he was not in an evil dream. Was this 
place, reeldng with tobacco-smoke and the fumes 
of wine and feasting, a tavern-room or a prison ? 
These feasters, 'with their uplifted glasses, these 
rollickers, whom he vaguely perceived to be gentle- 
men, holding him now under searching eyes, who 
might they be ? 

Smiley turned to look from the sentry, who liad 
resumed his march before the door, to the quiet pair 
of ojSicials smoking before the stove, met on each 
-$ide the gaze of placid amazement and returned 
again, increasingly distraught to the contemplation 
of the supper-party. This time his jaw dropped. 
He staggered : if not dreaming, was he mad ? 

. ^ ** Edvraxd ! he gasped ;■ beheld Ms truant pupi 
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rise to his feet with the v/ell-remembered scowl, up- 
setting as he did so his brimming glass ; and, unless 
the divine s ears deceived him, the words, Smiley, 
by thunder 1 Devil take him ! floated in the air. 

The parson tottered yet a few paces forward, and 
stood supporting himself against the table. 

There was, indeed and in truth, Edward Warrender, 
Duke of Rochester. He knew the very cloak that 
hung upon those rebellious shoulders, the beaker 
hat lay but an inch from his hand. 

The strain of the situation was intense, but it 
was mercifully broken by one who seemed to be the 
eldest of the feasting party. 

As this gentleman seems to be an acquaintance 
of yours, Duke/' said Spencer, half rising in his 
seat as he spoke, will you not introduce hdm and 
beg him to join us at supper ? " 

Rochester made a desperate effort for the com- 
mand of the position. 

'' Certainly/' said he. Excuse me, gentlemen. 
I am surprised myself by this unexpected appear- 
ance. How do, Smiley ? My domestic chaplain, 
SIX'S. Mr. Smiley — Count Neuberg. Mr. Spencer 
—Mr. Smiley/' 

“ Oh, Edward, my dear boy ! " said Mr. Smiley, 
and, staggering round the table, showed a disposi- 
tion at once to weep and to clasp the prodigal in his 
arms. Edward, Edward, the sleepless nights, the 
days of agony 1 Gentlemen, excuse this emotion : 
I am this young gentleman's tutor— guardian ; I 
may say I stand to him in loco parentis, I have 
been in the deepest anxiety concerning him/' Here 
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the worthy clergyman's watering eye was fain to 
shift itself from his pnpiFs ferocious glare, and fall 
appealingly upon Neuberg ; but, finding that indi- 
vidual sunk in silent laughter, it was turned in 
despair to Spencer's countenance, upon the perfect 
gravity of which it rested, at length, with relief. 

Addressing the .latter, .then, .. Mr. . Smiley, proceeded 
with more confidence* Am I right, sir/' said he, 
in believing you to be a countryman ? You may 
perhaps have heard of me by name— Smiley — the 
Rev. Thomas Smiley, late of Wadliam College, Ox- 
ford. My life has been devoted to the education of 
the youth of the aristoc^ac3^" 

Emboldened hy the sound of his own voice, and 
by the apparentty deferential attention it elicited, 
** Delightful task," he proceeded, with something of 
his old pomposity, " to rear the tender thought— to 
teach the young idea how to shoot." 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! " cried Neuberg, his suppressed 
cachinnation bursting out with ail tixe violence of 
reaction. ' Ha ! ha 1 my good sir ; that is ex- 
actly what our, iriend here, Mr. Spencer, lias been 
doing this very evening. You are evidently kindred 
spirits." 

Bewilderment -crept again upon Smiley's face. 

The foreign nobleman seems pleased to be face- 
tious," he said to 'Spencer; " but if, sir, you are 
also a, guide, philosopher, and friend of youth, you 
will understand my sufferings when, with a petulance 
which we must excuse as belonging to his years, 
this young gentleman,- my charge, flew from the 
guaidiaiiahip of my encircling wings, having previ- 
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otisly obtained from me (by what I can only term 
subterfuge) all my available supplies/" 

Your supplies ? "" echoed the prodigal, with 
withering scorn. “ Whose money, sir, was it that 
swelled your lean purse ? 

Your noble relatives, Edward/" retorted Mr. 
Smiley solemnly, ‘‘ entrusted me with the sole 
guardianship and responsibility of yourself — ap- 
pointed me, as I might say, nurse to yowr tender 
inexperience upon its first entrance upon the ways 
of life, and they provided me nobly, generously, with 
funds sufficient for my responsible post. The funds 
were mine, Edward — mine as your guardian — for you 
are still an infant in the eyes of the law, and as such 
amenable to authority, and incompetent to act for 
yourself/" 

! begin to fear/" said Spencer, with mock gravity, 
** that we have been sadly deceived in our young 
friend. Believe me, sir, we knew nothing of this ; 
we should not have encouraged him in these evil 
ways/* 

Feeling greatly supported by the attitude of his 
compatriot, Mr. Smiley became magnanimous. 

I shall reproach you no more, Edward/" said 
he. * Juvenile vitium regere non posse impetum/ 
I never held my young friend completely responsible 
for his actions ; the Wbman tempted him, sir ; it 
is the lot of man. No doubt he has paid bitterly 
for his infatuation. You yourself, who, as I appre- 
hend, have chosen the same vocation as myself, 
can conceive the anguish that oppressed my heart 
when I found that this precious deposit had fallen 
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a victim to the seductive wiles of an adventuress, 
such as we are specially warned against by the 
Holy Scriptures, a painted Jezebel, a singer of the 
streets, a strolling play-acting wanton. ^Merci- 

ful heavens ! ” 

The ejaculation had barely escaped the lips of 
the astonished parson before it was strangled in a 
scream of terror, for Neuberg had sprung up like 
a tiger, and now faced him with clutcliing hands 
outstretched, as if he would seize him by the throat : 

“ Canting old crow, another word against the 
pride of womankind, and it will be the last you 
shall ever speak ! ’’ 

Unable in his turn to restrain his laughter, Spen- 
cer, aided by Rochester, intervened between the 
unhappy divine and the wrathful lover. *■ 

The Duke, rehabilitated in his own eyes by this 
imexpected move of his friend’s, was rapidly sinking 
all feeling of ruffled mortification into that of boyish 
mischievousness. Moreover, he had recollected, the 
light of time would soon place a triumphant vindi- 
cation in his own hands. 

He helped with a will to draw the incensed officer 
away from his quarry, while sentry and gendarmes 
gazed, as on a delightful, if incomprehensible, enter- 
tainment. 

" I see how it is,” uttered Mr. Smiley moaningly 
to Spencer as soon as he recovered sufficient com- 
posure to speak, " I see how it is. I see the whole 
appalling truth, the whole dreadful mistake ; this 
is a lunatic asylum, and you are the head-keeper ! 

JBat how, how has that unhappy boy come hither ? ” 
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Even Neuberg’s rage was not proof against the 
unconscious luiinour of this solution of the mystery. 
His great laugh rang out once more, confirming Mr. 
Smiley *s worst fears, and was immediately joined, 
to the latter's horror, by the laughter not only of 
his reprobate pupil, but by that of the only person 
whom he had credited with sanity besides himself. 

He wiped the perspiration from his brow and 
covered his pale lips with his hand to hide their 
spasmodic twitching, looking round with the hope- 
less terror of the trapped. 

No, no," said Rochester, moved at last with a 
sort of compassion at the abject spectacle — “ no, 
Smiley, do not be frightened. We are not in a 
mad-house, only, as far as I can make out, in the 
axTest room of the Palace of Justice of His Majesty 
the Ruler of this Kingdom." 

The tutor dropped a great sigh of relief. 

And very sorry am I, Edward," whimpered he ; 
then, with a faint effort to straighten his crumpled 
form into some sort of dignity, to see you in such 
a place." 

Your sorrow, Mr. Smiley," retorted the pupil, 
bowing mockingly, “ cannot be as great as mine 
to meet you here." 

Yes," put in Spencer, wiping his eyes, where 
the nurse fails the infant may well have tripped." 

Mr. Smiley fell but from one distress into another. 

I assure you, gentlemen," said he, babbling and 
stammering in his anxiety to exculpate his char- 
acter — " I assure you, Edward, nothing that I have 
done has warrant^ this monstrous, this, I may say. 


346 YOUNG APRIL, 

criminal interference with the liberty of a British 
subject.— No sooner, Mr. Spencer, had I received 
the necessary supplies from England than, entreated 
thereto by urgent letters from this young nobleman’s 
relatives, I felt myself bound to set forth and re- 
claim the beloved wanderer. When, at length, after 
divers vicissitude, I traced him to this city— only 
this very evening— I naturally applied at once to 
the Chief of Police for information. Here, sir, I was 
met from the first with gross discourtesy, not to say 
brutality, and, upon my displaying some pardonable 
irritation and severity, coupled no doubt with the 
unfortunate circumstances of my having been de- 
prived of my passport ” (here the Duke smiled 
cruelly), “ I was accused of being myself a suspicious 
person. At last, sir, I lost my temper, I confess it— 
to be perfect is not of humanity — I lost my temper, 
and expressed my opinion of a Ruler who could 
sanction such tyranny upon harmless and respectable 
travellers in terms more explicit than polite. Then 
— oh, heavens ! — I was seized in the most unconsti- 
tutional manner, handed to the charge of uniformed 
ruffians, stripped of my luggage, my papers, my very 
purse, dragged along the streets, forced into tliis 
place, as you have seen, where ” — here his coun- 
tenance assumed an expression of the most undis- 
guised woe — “ I not only meet most unexpectedly 
with my unhappy ward, but I am most undeservedly 
insulted by yonder gentleman, who seems to be his 
friend and yours, and who, if he is not insane, must 
at least be in liquor.” 

" Count Neuberg,” said Spencer, gravely, while 
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that volatile person was once imore overpowered by 
laughter, conceived that those severe strictures 
of yours about a certain fair traveller were applied 
to a lady of his acquaintance, who is respected and 
cherished by all who know her. That, of course, 
was his mistake, for your language could not pos- 
sibly have referred to the lady in question. But 
you will, I trust, forgive his slight impetuosity out 
of consideration for the chivalrous instinct that 
prompted it. Meanwhile our supper is growing cold. 
We are hungry men, Mr. Smiley ; will you honour us 
and allow us to proceed ? 

Mr. Smiley fumbled at his necktie, smoothing 
‘with fluttering fingers his dishonoured cloth, gazed 
dubiously from one to the other, and hesitated. He, 
too, was hungry. 

'‘Surely,'* he began, nothing could be further 
from my thoughts than to have cast aspersion upon 
any lady known to Monsieur le Comte.** 

“ Well, sit dov/n, reverend sir,** said Neuberg 
impatiently, " and set to.** 

" Thank you, thank you,** said the clergyman, 
bowing ; but duty first : an elucidation from my 
ward of his irresponsible behaviour is imperative. 
Edward, yon cannot think me unreasonable if I ask 
for a word of private conversation with you ? ** 
Rochester, who had now resumed his seat, coolly 
filled himself a fresh glass of wine, and, lifting it 
in his hand, paused, with his eyes on the clock. In 
a few seconds the strokes of twelve rang out into 
the room. 

Mr. Smiley,** said the young man then, “ from 
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this hour vour tutorship ends and my independence 

begins. It is the first of May. Edward me, no more 

Edwards, if you please ; for the future I am to you 

the Duke of Rochester, and, as you behave, your 

patron.” 

Smiley started as if a bucket of cold water had 
been flung upon him. In the emotions and rapid 
journeyings of the . last days he had forgotten the 
flight of time. He moistened his lips, and twice 
attempted to speak ; then suddenly Ms back curved 
into a servile bow. 

“ Your Grace ■” began he. 

" Sit down and eat," said the Duke, cutting him 
short. And as Spencer, with a curl of sarcastic 
scorn upon his lips, made way for the deposed and 
humbled guardian, Rochester again raised his glass. 
“ Will you drink with me upon my coming of age, 
friends ? ” said he. • 

So eager was the future Dean to be inchtded in 
tMs favoured category that he forgot Ms manners, 
and, seizing uninvited upon a bottle, witii a trem- 
bling hand poured himself a bsimper in which to do 
honour to the toast. 





Neubekg broke off in the middle stave of a rollick- 
ing soldier-song, suddenl3r aware that no one was 
listening. He tried all the bottles in turn; they 
had all done their duty to the last drop of their 
Mood. 

That being the case/' said he wisely, “ nothing 
remains but bed/' He yawned a mighty yawn, 
and eyed sideways the row of plank beds. — “ Well, 
i have slept on worse." 

He looked round on his companions. Rochester, 
with elbows propped on the table and with head 
fallen forward on his hands, was already half asleep. 
Spencer, one of those in whom generous wine only 
stirs up the fundamental melancholy of the dreamer, 
was gazing across at the blank wall, his thoughts 
far away from the present scene, on God knows 
wliat dismal flight. Mr, Smiley, as an epicure, had 
still a glass of ruby to sip, and was sipping it with 
an air of dignified and critical gramty which sat 
comically enough on liis disordered appearance and 
was not imlike that of some dissipated cockatoo. 

Neuberg was too sleepy to laugh, and, if truth 
be told, he was a little fuddled, for his fatigue had 
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been great and the red wine potent. He knew, too* 
that the fumes of that wine remain long weighty 
upon the brain. 

Come” said he, seizing Rochester by the arm 
— come to bed, you sleepyhead ! '' 

Rochester, startled, sprang up, inclined to be 
quarrelsome ; but, forgetting his purpose midway 
in a yawn, threw his arm amicably upon liis friend's 
shoulder. 

'' Come, Michael/* went on the latter ; you will 
lose your beauty sleep/* 

Spencer cast a sad awakened eye upon him, 
sighed profoundly, but rose with the air of a man 
to whom resistance, however reasonable, is not 
worth the trouble. 

To sleep,** he murmured vaguely, '' perchance 
to dream. Life is but a series of dreams. To 
dream is sweet, but to wake is bitter/* 

Linked together, the three shaped their course 
across the flagged space — a course which, under the 
impulse of a certain freakishness on the part of 
Neiiberg, the leader, of a certain vagueness on that 
of Rochester, and of a certain inertness on that of 
Spencer, described not a few wakeiike evolutions 
before reacliing its goal. 

Finding himself abandoned, Mr, Smiley hastily 
gulped his remaining mouthful and prepared to 
follow the example of his companions. 

Despite the fatigues and emotions he had under- 
gone, and the fact that he had secured perhaps a 
larger share of the flowing bowl than any that night, 
his well-seasoned head guided his steps with great 
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majesty to the unworthy conch that awaited him. 
Upon this his form was presently extended in the 
only attitude compatible with the roundness of its 
bulk and the uncompromising exigencies of the 
planks beneath. Ill at ease, he lay like some gigantic 
bird in a swoon, and slept and di’eamt and groaned — 
and woke and groaned, while next him, wide-eyed, 
Spencer, mth his hands crossed under his head, 
sighed with the sadness of his watching heart. 
Further down, as he had fallen, like a child, with 
arms limply cast apart and light breath, Rochester 
slumbered beautiful in boyhood ; and beyond him, 
wrapped in his cloak, Neuberg breathed deep in 
sleep as profound as a soldier's should be. 


When upon the whitewashed ceiling the gray hue 
of dawn had given place to the first yellow streak 
of day, Neuberg awoke, stretched liimself like a dog, 
and rose. He had not budged an inch the whole 
night. His companions were all asleep still, even 
Spencer at last. But he, with the craving for fresh 
air and water upon him, went in quest of his guar- 
dians to make interest for both. 

The good-natured gendarmes offered him their 
best yellow cake of scarifying soap, a tin bason of 
water, even a razor and a broken bit of looking- 
glass. Before their bars the great windows were 
opened, and the breath of heaven, and the sunshine 
and the call of sparrows and swallows, came pouring 
into the detention-room. 

The Guardsman was very spruce by the time the 
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Duke stitred and envied him, and fresh filling of 
the tin bason was forthwith eagerly demanded. It 
was a great chagrin to the young man that his 
smooth chin should yet show no growth worthy of , 

the gaoler’s razor; but as a set-off he dipped his ii 

curly head into the cold water and emerged with ^ 

every curl sparkling like a young god rising from i 

the dew. _ I 

Spencer was shaving in his turn ; the other two I 
were gravely engaged in brushing each other,^ while 
they discussed projects and probabilities ; Smiley g 
still snored melodioirsly in the background, when a 
gentleman, most military-looking under a sombre 
civilian attire, marched in upon them through an I 
obsequiously wide -flung door, fhe gendarmes 
saluted and stood rigidly at attention, and Neuberg, ^ 
wheeling round, recognised his acquaintance, the ; 

Chief of the Police. _ ... I 

“ Ah, good-morning, Baron ! ” cried he jovially. , 
“ Good-moming, Cormt Neuberg,” returned tlw 
other, without relaxing from the severity of hfe ' 
official demeanour. “ This gentleman, I believe, 
is the Duke of Rochester ? Mr. Spencer, I salute | 
you. There is yet another also, is there not ?— | 

the English pastor who arrived in the tovm last ; 
night in a riotous condition. Sergeant, bring up 
the fourth prisoner in custody.” 

A sorry spectacle was the poor half-awakened 
clergyman, as he took rank beside the other thr«s, 
who, even to Spencer with his half-shorn chin and 
open coUax, looked all such high-bred gentlemen. ! 

“ Sirs,” said the Chief of Police then with sono- 
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rous severity, “ His Majesty was pleased to send for 
me at an early hour this morning to communicate 
his pleasure with regard to you. You, Mr. Spencer, 
have broken the law by fighting an unauthorised 
duel, and have made yourself thereby liable to two 
years’ Fortress. You, Count Neuberg, and you, 
milord, by acting as seconds in this affair, have like- 
wise transgressed against the statutes : the penalty 
which you have incurred is six months’ arrest. 
His Majesty, however, mindful of the fact that Mr. 
Spencer, and you also, gentlemen, are not subjects 
of his own, and that your offence, therefore, is 
attributable, no doubt, to ignorance or to misrepre- 
sentation, has resolved to exercise his Ro3'al right 
of clemency, and, without bringing the matter to 
trial, to commute your punishmmt to banishment 
from the Kingdom. You will please to be ready, 
gentlemen, to set out for the frontier in an hour 
froRj now. A travelling-coach, under charge of 
escort, will attend here at that time. Your goods 
will be sent with you. You are to consider your- 
selves under arrest, and debarred from holding any 
communication with anyone in this town until you 
have teen deposited across the border.” 

" We are extremely sensible of His Majesty’s 
clemency,” began Spencer, with the shadow of a 
bitter smile, when a sudden outburst of clamour on 
the part of Mr. Smiley Interrupted him. 

" And what is to become of me ? ” cried that 
gentleman piteously, and proceeded to pour forth 
once more the thrilling story of his woes, Ms manner 
varying between the extremes of humility and in- 
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dignation,, as the sense of Ms injnri® or of Ms help- ^ 

lessness got the upper hand. 

, “ I was coming to you, sir,” said the CMef of the 
Police, cutting him short, at length, at the word 
“ robber,” and surveying his lamentable appearance 
with acute disfavour. “ His Majesty has other 
occupation for Ms Courts of Justice than the deto- 
tion of drunken travellers. It is His Majesty’s wish 
that, since you claim authority upon the Duke of 
Rochester, you should be given a seat in the same 
coach and opportunity of exercising your rights in 
another kingdom. Your pocket-book wiU be re- 
turned to you presently, and your luggage sent with 
the rest. A word of advice in conclusion ; try and 
remember, Mr. Pastor, that the rites of the bottle . 
and of the Christian religion are not in harmony ^ 
with each other.” 

TMs cruel taunt to the one man of the whole 
accused party that had been absolutely sober over- 
night almost wrung tears from the parson’s eyes— 
tears wMch even the prospect of Ms restored pocket- 
book and approacMng freedom could not assuage. 

“ Did I not tell you.” said Neuberg, as soon as 
the CMef of Police had retired, “ that he would not 
dare to bring me to trial ? And if not me, of course 
not Roch«ter ; and if neither of us, of course not 
you, the principal ! ” 

Spencer quietly turned back to Ms shaving. 

“Eva was packing up yesterday,” continued 
Neuberg pensively. “Well, she will not be long 
after ; but the deuce is in it that I cannot send ^ 
her a Bne.” 



since you are to be of our party. I do not know 
about your being sober last night ; I do know that 
you drank most of the wine, though ! ” 

* * ■St * # 

It was a silent party that rolled through the 
wakening streets at the round trot of the official 
horses— each man occupied with his own thoughts 
and those of all of them more or less tinged with 
melancholy. Spencer lay back in the recess of the 
carriage with folded arms and closed eyes. Neu- 
berg, beside him, restless, shifted his position a 
thousand times, broke into whistling staves, imme- 
diately suppressed, peered now from one window, 
now from another, in the vain hope of descrying 
some sign or token of his beloved. Mr. Smiley, 
disposed to be plaintively conversational, had been 
ruthlessly snubbed into silence by his stem young 
patron, and only gave vent to his feelings by a 
smothered groan at every jolt, a wincing sigh at 
every involuntary movement. Such soft, ease- 
loving flesh as his could not with impunity brave 
the plank bed. 

But perhaps it was Rochester's heart that sat 
the heaviest in his bosom ; he had neither Spencer’s 
final acceptance of the inevitable, nor Neuberg’s 
hopeful belief, nor the clergyman’s detennined 
egoism to sustain him. 

Leaning forward with hands resting on the frame- 
work of the open window nearest to him, he watched 
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every familiar comer emerge into view and dis- ^ 
appear, and, with, every turning, seeming to be 
closing for ever a page of his month of fooling. 

I ^With what a delicious sense of mystery syid in- 

‘ definite hope he had seen the walls of the town first 

' enclose him in the darkness ! With what a sicken- 
ing s6nse of flatness, what an all-eiicompassiiig pre- 
monition of future dulness, he now saw them recede 
! in the blue and gold sunshine of this delicate May- 

1 day ! . ^ 

I As they roUed out through the toil-gates Rochester 

‘ thrust his head out of the window and gazed long 
i and earnestly aifter the receding vision of glistening 
spires and roofs. The hum of the human bee-hive, 
the jangle of the church bells, the cheerful noises 
which at all times seemed so characteristic of the < 
i little capital, died away gradually, and the country 

silence was broken only by the roll and monotonous 
f whiri of their own wheels, the steady trot of their 

I horses and of those of the two mounted gendarmes 

who accompanied them, or by the song of a lark 
in a field that n^e suddenly as they passed and 
mocked him with; a joyous ironical farewell. • 

: He turned his head and looked forward : before 

I them, tlrrough the mist of dust, lay the road, cutting 

the bare hill like a white tape, stretching upwards 
I and onwards, between fields xinbroken by tree or 

f hedge. Beyond lay the sky, faintly blue. It was 

I an image of his coming life, thought the boy — up 

I hiU, arid, uninteresting, -leading high, but to no 

i visibleend. 

There was nothing to prevent him from making 
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his future what he would ; but Rochester was one 
of those to whom ambition, though possessing no 
charm, though inspiring no passion, forms yet an 
integral part of nature. The good hound hunts' 
according to Ms race. The Duke of Rochester 
must be rich, must be influential, powerful, must 
play his allotted part in the world, however dis- 
tasteful, however wearisome that part might be. 

He threw himself back against the cushions with 
an impatient sigh. The book was closed ; never 
again, in all probability, would he be able to live 
through a single page of such liberty and irrespon- 
sibility again. And he was too young yet to look 
forwai'd to the time when, in a solitary hour, he 
might unclasp it, and find a fragrant solace in turn- 
ing over some of its scented leaves. 




CHAPTER XLIV. 


■ > 



The party halted at a wayside inn, where their 
appearance created much astonishment and in- 
terest. They were preparing to start again when, 
at the full speed of a pair of steaming horses driven 
by a reckless hand, a shabby travelling-coach laden 
with trunks, band-boxes and parcels of all sizes 
and shapes, tied together with string, appeared 
round the coma- and clattered in upon the scene. 

“ Aha, my children ! ” sang a lady’s melodious 
voice, “ have I got you ? Not without trouble, I 
assure you 1 ” And Eva’s head, tied up in a lace 
shawl, with disordered curls escaping on every side, 
was popped out of the window of the shabby coach. 

Neuberg, who :hhd just settled Ms long in the 
prison carriage, gave from inside its recuses a kind 
of war-whoop, and bounded out again with so much 
energy as nearly upset Mr. Smiley, whose equilib- 
rium was already sufficiently ffisturbed by his recc^- 
nition of the fair traveller. 

“ Beau-Sourire ! ” cried Neuberg, and leaped for- 
ward with arms extended. But, respectfully yet 
firmly, a police-officer interposed the bulk of his 
horse between them, Neuberg collided, therefore. 
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with a highly-greased top-boot and recoiled, cursing 
freely, 

“My orders, Herr Rittmeister,” said the man of 
discipline mildly. Neuberg turned purple, reflected 
a moment, and became reasonable. 

“ Till the frontier, my darling ! ” cried he. “ Ab- 
surd regulation— but still, we are prisoners.” 

“ Oh Lord ! ” said the lady, “ what fools there 
are in the world ! Much use there was then, in such 
hurry : the music-books are on the top of my last 
new bonnet, not to speak of the way I am dressed, 
for every hook and eye is wrong, and I am convinced 
that I have put my shift over my stays ! ” 

Her lovely rosy face beamed at them from out of 
its dark frame ; tire words were tipped with laughter. 
Her presence had broken upon their dull humours 
like the sun through the clouds, like the fresh morn- 
ing air into a close room. 

Spencer's face was genially lit up, and the Duke’s 
tenderly softened from its cold self-centred set. 
Even the policemen had to turn their heads re- 
spectfully aside to hide two broad sympathetic 
smiles. 

As for Neuberg, his whole being seemed to swim 
in very joyousness, as, dancing, he dodged the gen- 
darmes' horses to catch fresh sights of his beloved 
and waft rapturous kisses to her. Mr. Smiley alone, 
supporting himself against the wheel of the coach, 
gazed aghast upon the indecorous presence. 

“ Well,” said Eva, “ we need not have been in 
such a fuss, that is evident. Why, I fluttered that 
poor Paaiborzki to such a d^ee that he di 4 not 
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know whether he was standing on his head or Ms 

heels ! Is it not so, Pzriborzki ? ” 

She jerked her thumb cheerfully backwards in 
the direction of the rumble, of the accompanist’s 
presence in which the friends now became aware. 
Hemmed in by parcels and carrying a bird-cage on 
Ms knee, he sat, blusMng violently to find Mmself 
suddenly the cynosure of so many eyes. 

“ Na, yes,” went on the Prima Donna, in answer 
to the different shades of astonishment perceptible 
on the surrounding faces, “lam carrying Mm off with 
me. It is the pearl of accompanists, and I could not 
live without M m any more than he without me — 
could you, my Pzriborzki ? And so I am to drive 
alone, am I ? May I not even have the httle Duke ? 
Oh, come, Mr. Policeman, that poor child cannot 
have done anything so very wrong.” 

Her merry eye roved over the party until it rested 
on the black figure of Mr. SmUey and suddenly be- 
came lit with fresh miscMef. 

“ Well, I am surei. anyhow,” she said, “ that tMs 
Herr Pastor is not one of the delinquents ; if ever 
innocence and virtue sat enthroned, it is upon that 
holy countenance. May I not have th,e company of 
the reverend gentleman ? It will do me good, I feel 
itwiU.” 

“ God forbid ! " cried Smiley in loud tones of 
horror, and threw out both Ms hands with a gesture 
of reprobation. 

There was a burst of laughter, led by Eva's treble. 
The shoulders of the gendarmes fairly shook. The 
only persons who preserved their gravity were Neu- 





journey. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

The high tide of spring had flooded the weU-remem- 
bered little border town, the scene of Rochester’s 
first duelling experience, and it had changed the 
irregular hamlet into a very bower. Not a burgher’s 
house or artisan’s cottage but had its plume of lilac- 
bush, its pink-foamed apple-tree, its bed of gorgeous 
tulip, or wreath of bursting vine; not to speak, 
indeed, of the chestnuts in the fountain-square, the 
acacias in the road-makers’ alley, and the ethereal 
stars of the white and mauve glycine creeping and 
enfolding the old walls of the inn garden. 

The travellers at the Toll House Inn had been 
received with the confidential welcome due to the 
well-remembered guest, the obsequious flutter due 
to a party of such consequence. 

They had taken an almost affectionate leave of 
their police escort in the inn courtyard. Free men 
once more, they stepped into the orchard green. 
For out in the flower-scented garden they elected this 
day to have their evening meal by the light of the 
setting sun — ^their last meal together ! It had been 
mutually agreed that partings are best brief ; there- 
fore that Rochester should set out by^post upon 
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his further journey this very evening, that Spencer 
should wait for the mail-coach, while his friends 
took the divergent southward route. 

At Eva's suggestion, Dr. Theophilus Lehmann, 
pink of seconds and pearl of country surgeons, had 
been sent a warm invitation to join them ; and his 
simple presence, his undisguised delight at finding 
himself once more (against ah hope) in such delight- 
ful company, greatly contributed to the outward 
cheerfulness of the hour. 

Mr. Smiley, at a broad hint from his new patron, 
had come to the conclusion that an al fresco repast 
would be prejudicial to his rheumatic tendency, and 
had decided to take his refection within doors. 
Therefore all was harmony. 

And. so the hour passed, with jest and laughter 
and toast and song — ^hour of sadness and merriment 
so subtly blended that it was destined to remain per- 
haps the most tender memory of Rochester's life. 

The sands of the glass now began to run low, and 
upon the sloping gardens the shadows to grow longer 
and colder. 

Eva sprang up. 

Now," cried she, one more toast, the final. 
Let the wine go round again : you have drunk to 
our liberty, Neuberg's and mine, and let come what 
may it is sweet ; you have drunk to that perfect 
happiness which every one of us expects and which 
none of us will get, that is the inevitable ; you have 
drunk to the Duke and the Doctor, to the Philos- 
opher and the Pmborzki, to the Soldier and the 
Singer : noV let us drink to our future meeting ! " 
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The glasses were filled with acclamation, clinked 
with ceremony, emptied almost with solemnity. 
As each put down the empty bumper, gravity had 
taken the place of smiles. A toast to a happy 
meeting in the vague future can but emphasize the 
reality of the immediate parting. There was an 
impressive silence. Two tears gathered in Eva’s 
eyfes and rolled unrestrained down her cheeks. Neu- 
berg put out his hands to her : she looked at the 
brooding face of Spencer with a steady, sad intent- 
ness, then heaved a long sigh and slowly put her 
hand into that of her faithful lover. Spencer’s face 
suddenly beamed ; he turned to them with an ap- 
proving smile. 

“ At least,” he said, ” for you there lies happiness 
for the taking.” * 

But Rochester felt a sense of increasing loneliness 
creep upon him. 

At tto moment a servant, who had approached 
him unperceived, touched Spencer on the shoulder. 

“ There is a lady Just ridden into the courtyard, 
sir, who desires to see you.” 

Spencer started to his feet ; his face had grown 
pale. 

” Where is she ? ” he asked. 

Even as he spoke the figure of the Countess de 
Lucena appeared at the head of the little flight of 
leading into the garden. Framed by the door- 
way ^der the haling wreaths of glydne, she stood 
looking down upon them, . her graceful slenderness 
aopentUated by the long straight folds of Jher riding- 
habit. Har face, under the shadow of the great- 
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brimmed hat, shone forth with a sort of pale lumi- 
nosity. 

In amazement too deep for words the friends 
saw how Spencer walked steadily up to his unex- 
pected visitor ; how the two, with quiet greeting, 
interchanged a few words ; and then how he gave 
her Ms hand, led her down the steps ; how together 
they strolled past the table, across the green slope, 
towards the lower garden path. 

Neither Spencer nor the Countess vouchsafed a 
glance upon the company ; she had thrown the long 
folds of her habit over her arm and showed the 
springing tread of each exquisite foot in its high 
riding-boot as she stepped. She had broken a little 
branch of glycine and held it to her cheek as she 
looked up at her companion. 

The men rose as she went by ; the Duke's heart 
was beating to suffocation ; but Eva, drawing closer 
to the table, rested her elbows upon it and her face 
upon her hands, and followed the two with burning 
eyes. 

The sun flamed crimson and saffron on the hori- 
zon, and flooded the world with the glory of its 
parting look. There was a great silence in the air, 
when suddenly a thrush on some topmost branch 
of the tree raised the liquid ecstasy of its evening 
song. 

Beneath on that level path, Rochester watched the 
two figures pace solemnly to and fro, engaged, it 
seemed, in earnest communion. With such courtli- 
ness did Spencer move, with such grace the woman 
beside HA,, that it imparted, he, thought, to the 
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humble inn garden something of the atmosphere of 
a princely pleasance. 

And still the bird sang on, expressing to the lad's 
fancy all that lay unformulated upon his own heavj:' 
heart ; theinefiable beauty of what might have been, 
the eternal sadness of what was. 

Spencer seemed to speak but little ; the Countess 
mpch, emphasising her words with a few dainty 
gestures of the hand that held the mauve blossom. 
Once or twice she laid it upon his arm. Then, all of 
a sudden, it was evident that her words ran quicker 
and more eagerly ; she broke apart from her com- 
panion and stood facing him. 

Rochester saw her drop her flower, half stretch 
both her arms to the man, leaning a little forward 
in an exquisite airy pose, the attitude of the goddess 
ready to crown the mortal. Just so Diana must 
have alighted before Endymion. 

Watching with a poignancy of emotion which was 
well-nigh anguish, Rochester beheld Spencer step 
back a pace and fold his arms upon his breast ; and 
at the same moment the Countess dropped hers by 
her side, as a bird might close her wings. She had 
i thrown back her little head ; in silence they were 
looking straight into each other’s eyes. And the 
! watcher knew that two strong human souls had met 
in the mortal conflict of Pride and Desire ; that the 
, man suffered more from his victory than she from 
ifar defeat. 

I i 4 t was a brief moment, charged with the emotions 
of a lifetime. Then, with a quiet movement, the 
Countffis gathered Ixer skirts together Spen* 
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cer stepped fora'ard, slightly bowing, and offered his 
arm, which delicately she io 6 k~gmnde dame in 
every deliberate gesture. In silence they paced the 
garden path again once or twice, and then they 
began to mount the slope that led towards the house. 

Involuntarily Rochester turned to draw nearer to 
her as she approached. The sun had now sunk, and 
hyacinthine shadows had taken the place of tte 
golden glamour ; filmy vapours were rising from the 
cooling earth ; every tree and flower was wrapped 
in the mystery of the hour ; the thrush’s brilliant 
notes had sunk to those plaintive undertones that 
sound like the very voice of twilight ; and like the 
very spirit of evening herself, the Countess came up 
upon them silently from among the blossoms, her 
eyes shining as the first stars, a misty plume floating 
about her brow. This time she looked deliberately 
at each one as she passed, but without pausing, and 
barely moving her head in response to Neuberg’s 
stiff salute and to Rochester’s almost unconscious 
inclination. But as her glance fell upon the men’s 
faces, her lip curled in an enigmatic smile : — “ 0 
virtuous young men," it seemed to say, “ did I but 
choose to lift a finger 

At the foot of the steps she disengaged her hand 
from Spencer’s arm and, mounting first, passed out 
of sight. He followed her. 

In the gathering gloom of the little party under 
the lime-trees the two who knew so much already 
(and guessed so much more) looked at each other 
without a word. And each face was white in the 
other's eyis. 
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“ Oh,” cried Eva, in a voice of passion, " God 
save us! That woman again! Why, the whole 
town was ringing with tales of her this morning ! 
Spencer’s duel and Neuberg’s stormings have opened 
every eye. They say she is dismissed by the Queen, 
who now is ill— heart-broken. My God ! can such 
terrible women be ? ” 

With a sudden impulse Neuberg laid his hand cm 
Eva’s lips, and then, stooping, kissed her. 

But Rochester, after a furtive glance ai-ound liim, 
slipped unobserved down into the dusky recesses of 
the garden, sought on the ground for a little branch 
of glycine, which first he pressed to his lips and then 
thrust into his bosom. Spencer’s words of a little 
while ago recurred and rang in his heart like the toll 
of a funeral bell : " Happiness for the taking . . . 
happiness for the taking 1 ” Oh God! what happi- 
ness it might have been that had been cast away 
upon this spot ! 



With the exactness of tire most formal cavalier, 
SpenC^ had seated the lady on her horse. The 
light pressure of her foot still tingled on iiis palm ; 
while she gathered her reins, he absently caressed 
the neck of the pretty creature, that he had rescued 
from Sack’s torture, that had known him as master 
for Mme days, that still seemed to remember Ms 
?ftlii|;ldvingly.; y' ; -yf 

Donna Juha dropped a glance at the downcast 

" And so.” she said, her lips formulatii% with ex- 
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quisite caress the language in which they had first 
spoken of love together— “ and so it is ended? 
Farewell, then ; Heaven speed you, Spencer, wher- 
ever you may be ! To-morrow I go back to my 
Tuscany. I will always keep Zuleika— in remem- 
brance. You will need no remembrance, you will 
never forget ! ” 

He looked up and their eyes met for the last time, 
but he answer(;d nothing. He knew that she spoke* 
the truth ; she was not of those that are forgotten. 
He also knew that, most carefully packed of all his 
precious things, hidden away in that pile of luggage 
yonder, was a little yellow cup. 

A shade of pain quivered on her face ; she took up 
her reins, signed with iier whip to the Jager, who sat 
impassive on his horse a few yards away, and under 
a touch the high-blooded mare carried her swaying 
out of the courtyard. 

Bareheaded, Spencer watched the undulation of 
the light figure and listened to the cadence of the 
brisk trot till both sight and sound were lost in the 
distance. Then he turned to go into the house. 
Melancholy, as all encompassing as the gathering 
night, had fallen upon him. 

The yard was fuii of bustle for the speeding of the 
parting guests. 


In a very little while the Duke's chaise, loaded 
with luggage, stood awaiting him before the door. 
The diligence in which Spencer had booked a seat 
was already»changmg horses. 
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“ Good-bye, Eva,” said Rochester, taking her 
hand. He wanted to add more, to thank her, to 
assure her of his eternal affection, but he could not 
bring out another word- He stooped to kiss the 
Mnd hand that had nursed him so well ; but she 
caught the boy round the neck with both her warm 
arms, kissed him twice, and left her tears upon his 
cheeks. 

Mr. Smiley discreetly scanned the stars of heaven 
and coughed. 

Then Neuberg clapped his friend on the shoulder, 
and wrung him by the hand. 

“ You will remember your promised visit ? ” 
said the little Duke. " And Eva ? and 
you, Mr. Spencer? and you too, Herr Doc- 
tor ? ” 

Oh yes, said they, they would all remember; 
they would all be sure to come to him some day- 
some day ! 

He got into his chaise ; they gathered on the steps. 
English John mormted the rumble; the postilions 
cracked their whips. 

" Think of me sometimes," said the Duke — 
“ sometimes, in the month of April." 

With creak and sigh the chaise got under way ; 
Rochester strained his head for a last look. Eva 
and Neuberg stood together, hand in hand, and Eva 
now waved her handkerchief, now clapped it to 
her eyes. Neuberg’s face was red with shouting 
laboriously jocose valedictory r«narks. Spencer, 
standing a little apart, sent after the traveller a 
smile and gesture that were sadder thanTthe singer's 
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tears. The Doctor’s yellow bandana fluttered like 
a giant butterfly. 

So they parted. Rochester could see no more for 
the mist that rose before his eyes. He had never 
known till now how much he had learnt to love 
them all. 


AN EPILOGUE. 


It was autumn upon the land, and nigixt had fallen. 
A liigh triumphant wind rode in intermittent fury 
across the Duke of Rochester’s broad acr®, here 
wresting the leaves from the famous oak-trees, there 
sweeping over miles of yellowing bracken from secret 
coverts where the deer cowered close, to dash itself 
against walls that had seen the revels of the second 
Charles, and housed the sober state of the third 
George. 

Within the ^at house all was very silent. By 
the rays of a single lamp that threw more shadows 
than light, beside a dying wood fire, His Grace 
sat in the library and, listening to the autumn 
storm, found an echo of its melancholy in his own 
thoughts. 

' There are moments in most men’s lives when 
they axe irresistiMy impelled to pause and look back 
upon some ^distant scene of the road of life already 
traversed. In vety ^tive existences thtise moments 
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of vain hearkening to the music of the past may be 
rare, but tirey are ail the more poignant. It was 
not often that the Duke of Rochester, the astute 
statesman of world-wide renown, the great terri- 
torial ruler, the princely host, indulged in the secret 
luxury of such a halt on the way of his busy life. 
But to-night, with the voice of the year’s autumn 
comiJainiug without, with the sense within Irim that„ 
lie himself stood on the threshold of life’s autumn, 
his soul had gone back with a great melancholy to the 
memory of one glamorous April, wMch was all that 
it had really known of spring. 

The echoing stillness of a vast and splendid soli- 
tude, a fading year, a dying fire, it seemed all an 
emblem of his life ! He was childless, and with Mm 
the great name became extinct. He was well-nigh 
through bis forty-first year, and for more than two 
decades Ms spirit had walked alone : for the Mgh- 
born woman who bore his name and went through 
the world beside him, the friends that gathered 
round Mm, consorted vfith the Dirke— never with 
the man. 

To-night it was the man who sat by the embers 
and rested upon a long tMn hand a head whereon 
time had prematurely bleached the ruddy gold. 
Distant memories were crowding tMck upon Mm ; 
the shado\vs were peopled by young, friendly forms ; 
bright faces smiled upon Mm familiarly ; voices, the 
accents of which woke fantastic echoes in Ms hearf, 
rang in Ms ears once more — Neubeig, swayed be- 
tween angej and joyousness; Spaicer, dignified, 
and guileless, eloquent and paradoxical, absurd and 
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great-hearted ; Eva— Beau-Sourire ! laughing, iov- 4 
ing, singing ; and, always wrapt in mystery, with 
eyes unfathomable and smile sweet with un- 
utterable promise, the Countess de Lucena, the 
goddess of his young dreams, she who had kissed 
; Ms lips that April night and revealed to him for 

I one brief flash the paradise of love that he was 

never to reach again ! They were all with Mm 
i; again. 

I Life, that had given the Duke so many prizes, had 

I given the man one moon of joy ; for one April span 

I she had led him by the hand, and taught him every 

I sweet note in her gamut from laughter to tears, from 

I longing to ecstasy. And, after that, she had set him 

I in high places, hemmed him in with wealth and 

I duties, conventions and grandeurs, and left Mm to 

I be content — ^if he could. 

Where were they now in the flesh — ^these joyous 
companions, the. Singer, the PMlosopher and the 
Soldier ! and where was |he, the Pagan, the priestess 
of Aphrodite ! who might have made such a 
Duchess? ’ 

In Ms mind’s eye he always behdd Eva and Neu- 
bergas he had last seen them — hand in hand Had 
they gone thus thror^h the journey of these twenty 
years ? And Spencer, the roving spirit, had he kept 
^een that memory (as brief and poignant as Ms 
own) of eartMy delight and disillusion? Had he 
cherished Ms treasured independence ? or had he 
mated with some excellent middle-class woman, 
who respected Ms papers, endured with pity his 
great theories, and never dreamed but'^hat all his 
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t miisings were devoted to hannless. philosophical 
conundrums ? 

He would never know; and now he no longer 
desired to know. 

In the first exuberance of his affectionate grief 
at parting from them, he had written to Neuberg 
and Eva a loving letter, and another to Spencer, 
in Paris. But to the first had come no answer. 
Whether the missive had miscarried, or whether" 
like liimself, the Prima Donna and the soldier had 
been caught up by the current of a new absorbing 
existence that whirled them to new scenes and 
interests and drowned all distant sounds, he would 
never know. 

Spencer had answered — a kindly-worded indefi- 
* nite note, promising that when he came to England 
he would certainly accept the Duke’s hospitality — 
and that was the last heard of him. 

In a little while, under the influence of his new 
atmosphere, the Duke of Rochester had come to 
think of those gushing letters of his with a blush, 
and by-and-by had begun to congratulate himself 
on the fact that the visits they had so warmly urged 
seemed little like to take place. Among others, how 
would Her Grace have viewed those unconventional, 
irrepressible guests ! 

But as time flowed by, his feelings towards the 
sharers of his one month’s fooling had entered upon 
a different phase. Amidst the barren pleasures, 
the bard work, the purely intellectual emotions of his > 
existence, the thought of them became a memory 
so tender a# to be atamt sacred ; and he would not 
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have changed it for any fresh impression which must 
needs have brushed away its exquisite April bloom. 
To him they should remain ever young, ever smiling 
and storming, ever gathered round that real, ardent, 
impetuous self of his, which none but the}’ had 
known. 

And Julia de Lucena ! How could he have borne 
to hear of her growing old, haggard, hard ? — hear to 
what chasm, in the course of cruel years, her delicate 
paganism had finally brought her ? To him she 
should ever be the radiant Diana — the goddess whom 
not the age nor the disillusion of mere humanity 
could touch, the Treasure of Beauty in his heart, the 
embodiment of those dreams from which real life is 
the hard awakening ! In spite of the anguish that 
surrounded her image before Ms soul, like the smok- 
ing sacrifice before the altar, to him she should 
alwas^ remain the one passion he had known. 
Could Endymion have had aught left to give of 
desire to some mountain main after lying in Diana's 
arms ? 

He rose and went to Ms desk, and drew from the 
secret drawer a discoloured morocco pocket-book, 
wMch he opened with tender touch. In this were 
only four Ittle. twisted notes, written in fin^t Italian 
hand, but of a few lines each. 

“ Come and see me, heau PosUUon d’ Amour," ran 
a line of faded violet ink. And the Duke smiled 
that smile that is sadder than tears as Ms eye caught 
the phrase. Besides these there was a dried flower, 
that crumbled into powder as he laid Ms fingers upon 
if. And that was all. n 
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I Life had given the man no more than this — an 
Api'il month, a memory of folly and frolic, of joy and 
of tire bitterness which paid for it, a Mss from an 
idealised woman under a starlit sky — and these 
reEcs. 
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